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CHAPTER I 

A TRIAL TBIP 

THE chauffeur was in the garage over- 
hauling the car. That is how Mrs. 
Bresnin would have described the situation. 
And Gracie, the Bresnins' only child, was at 
hand to lend moral support. On her face sat 
the remnants of a satirical expression that had 
accompanied a remark in that vein uttered some 
minutes before. Oracle was wool-gathering. 
The atmosphere, hazy with golden heat, was 
conducive to that state, and she had always 
been too incredulous as to results to be really 
interested. Horses were her preference. She 
was habited for riding, and dangled a whip. 

The material of her costume, a bottle-green 
nicely toned by sun and rain, was napless in 
parts, and a little scarred by briars, but it had 
a style all its own, a semi-military cut that set 
off her supple, robust modelling to admiration. 
The skirt, it is worth noticing, was little more 
than an apron, the division on one side being 
piquantly, and quite inadequately; held together 

by a loose loop of cord, so that at every move- 

1 
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ment an aperture yawned^ and the profile of a 
shapely, vigorous limb, most daintily breeched 
and booted, was revealed from hip to heel. 

The ear under treatment was of a well-known 
brand, once turned out in America by the thou- 
sand to satisfy the unlawful craving of a mid 
section of society which really could not afford 
the luxury. Stamped steel, a clever economy of 
mechanical action, and plenty of enamel, com- 
prised the secret of a pristine efficiency ; and on 
the whole there was value for money. The cars 
were guaranteed to do a certain mileage, and 
they conformed rigidly to the warranty. The 
advertisement, moreover, expressly claimed that 
no skilled training whatever was required in the 
management of a Bronco car. This, also, was 
perfectly true. Jock Fadden's previous ex- 
perience of motivation had not advanced beyond 
the idiosyncrasies of his father's mule when he 
was given sole charge of the automobile ; yet he 
had driven that car up hill and down dale upon 
the rocky roads of the County Cork for a whole 
year without serious mishap. 

But when a Bronco car stopped, it stopped. 
There were no stages of decrepitude, no harrow- 
ing periods of repair. On the date designated 
in the guarantee the motor jammed and gave up 
the ghost, the tyres expired in chorus, and the 
film of death overspread the glossy enamel 
within an hour. 

In this instance the dissolution had been so 
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dire and complete, the moment and place so in- 
opportune — the dead of a winter's night, namely, 
miles from home — ^that naturally, in default of 
evil occult agency, Jock was vehemently blamed ; 
and the charge once publicly instituted, it could 
not very well be afterwards annulled. Jock 
Fadden, the whole townland knew, "had spiled 
the car on the Bresnins/' And the whole town- 
land added the rider that it ^toiew he'd do it." 

His occupation gone, Jock Fadden was never- 
theless not dismissed. In England it would 
have happened so, but not in Ireland. Neither 
did Maurice Bresnin buy a new car. The neigh- 
bourhood expected it of him, and he felt the 
obligation keenly; but he needed the money to 
meet more legitimate demands, which them- 
selves, it was hinted, were very inadequately 
met. 

Therefore Mrs. Bresnin in her pride en- 
gendered the legend that the chauffeur was in 
the garage overhauling the car. And indeed the 
myth had substance. The garage was sufiBl- 
ciently apparent — an ambitious building, about 
which Jinny, Mr. Maher's housekeeper, re- 
marked, when it was in course of erection, 
that it was "a pity it wasn't a church." The 
disintegrated car was known to be sepulchred 
therein, and if Jock was not perpetually over- 
hauling its machinery, then he was, as Sullivan 
senior once said, "making clocks of it." 

The breakdown had occurred in November, 
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and on this^ the morning of the tenth of May 
following, something no one knew, what, was 
nearing accomplishment. Toiling tenaciously 
throughout the winter, first in one comer, then 
in another, upon disparate groups of cogs 
and spindles and cranks, which he kept care- 
fully covered, Jock, the evening before, had com- 
menced a triumphant reassemblage of parts, and 
the hour was at hand for final adjustment and 
tesr. 

Presently the comatose gaiters and oily slacks 
wliich protruded from under the car took life, 
and Jock's entire person, symmetrical but ex- 
ceedingly slovenly, emerged, and assumed the 
perpendicular. Theatrical in his own way, the 
chauffeur slurred his climax, and made straight 
for the can of petrol that for months had been 
his beacon of hope and despair. Gracie, how- 
ever, could not allow the dramatic moment to 
escape thus without proper stress. 

"Jock!'' she cried, shrilly, skipping forward 
on tip-toe, like a ballerina. "You surely don't 
mean to set it going !^' 

Visibly beneath its grease paint the counte- 
nance of the chauffeur suffered an eclipse, and 
its defensive sullenness returned to it reinforced. 

"I mean — ^it can't be quite ready yet — ^is it?" 
the girl added humbly, to discount the tactless- 
ness. 

"To hear you talk anywan would think it 
was stuck togfitbeT wid gum," Jock said with 
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asperity. "A screw's either in or it isn't in, 
and if it is loose to-day, it'll be loose to-morrow. 
You don't have to wait for machinery to dhryT 

Thus admonished, Gracie retreated to her 
wedge of sunshine near the door, chuckling 
softly. Meanwhile Jock, having supplied the 
liquid needs of the engine, seized the starting 
crknk, and wound it vigorously. 

Gusts of vibration of increasing force an- 
swered each turn, swelling, when he dropped the 
crank, to a metallic thunder that shook the floor, 
caused the bonnet of the car to dance like the lid 
of a pot of potatoes, and made Nell the mare, 
quietest of beasts, cavort in her stall. Gracie 
darted away from the garage, and crouched be- 
hind a tree in a tense attitude. It was impos- 
sible to believe that anything could generate 
such a volume of noise without violent disrup- 
tion. However, as in modem symphonies for 
brass and drums, a declining rhythm became 
apparent in the clatter, which by and by sud- 
denly and inconsequently ceased. 

"There's power for ye !" said Jock. 

"I don't like it," Gracie declared, musically 
positive. "It never used to make that horr-rible 
row. You've done something to it." 

"Sure I did — ^a great deal to it," replied Jock, 
twitching his mouth humorously. "So much of 
it was clane wore out, I tuk some of the bits 
from here and put thim there. D'ye see? 
Leaving a few out. The only diflference is, it's 
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third speed from the momint ye start, an' the 
third speed isn't much itself, anyhow. I'll take 
a run now by meself , and if it's safe you can 
come wid me afther." 

"Oh, can I? That's very kind of you, Jock," 
the girl cried, mimicking the mechanic's sing- 
song baritone brogue. "But supposing it i«n't 
safe, and there is no after? I would miss all 
the fun, wouldn't I? I'm coming now, me boy. 
Just half a tick while I get a veil to keep the 
dust from me hair." 

She dashed away, taking the puddles in her 
stride like a hurdler, and in two or three minutes 
was back, casqued in swathings of purple chiflEon. 

"Lean your weight at the back," Jock di- 
rected, "to push it beyond the gate. It mightn't 
be obedient at first, an' we'll need elbow-room in 
the lane." 

There was only one outstanding incident in 
that ride, and that came right at the end — put 
an end to it, in fact. Otherwise it is almost 
enough to state baldly that in the first twenty 
yards the car did everything that a car should 
not do, and that it repeated the tumultuous pro- 
gramme as a recurring series during each sub- 
sequent fifty yards for four miles. 

It would, however, hardly be fair to the car to 
record its feat in terms of linear measure. 
Square measure would do more justice to the 
scrupulousness with which every yard of the 
road's surface was covered, but even so, some 
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unit of energy would have to be found by which 
to take into reckoning the sections of footpath 
that were climbed and traversed on the right, 
and the scoops that were taken out of the ditch 
on the left. The total distance and area was 
covered in about twenty minutes — ^average speed 
conjectural, but always dangerous. 

On the whole the gravest defect lay in the 
steering gear. At the outset the car refused to 
make the slightest response to the many frantic 
turns of the wheel, but afterwards it seemed to 
be bent on working ofif arrears of duty, taking 
the curves and corners of half-a-mile back with 
the greatest nicety, and keeping a rigid bee-line 
across the zig-zags of the present. It was en- 
tirely due to the embankment that it kept the 
road at all. Then the brake, early on, took 
matters into its own hands, and displayed great 
wisdom after the event in the manner in which 
it applied itself. 

Gracie, though hilarious, was keenly alive to 
the danger, and with the help of the back rail 
strove to keep her feet and adjust her balance 
to the angles of the ricochetting car, in readiness 
to leap ere the final crash. Proceeding thus 
precariously, they breasted the ridge of a dip 
as steep as a roof, and beheld at the bottom 
Shanagarry^s huddled street of cottages. 

"Shut off your power, Jock," screamed Gracie, 
in the momentary lull. "Well be running into 
something." 
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"The power, begor! It's been shut off since 
we started," was the hoarse reply. 

Whereupon the engine roared derisively, and 
taking firm hold of the mutinous cogs and flanges 
that had been slithering and grating up hill, 
hummed down the declivity with a terrible 
smoothness and acceleration. 

As far as the eye could see the road was 
clear. Droning like the wind in the Gap of 
Dunloe, keeping the hump of the road with dia- 
bolical certitude, the runaway Bronco swept 
through the village, and tackled the gentle 
gradient of the opposing hill at an approximate 
thirty-five. 

"Why don't ye keep the brake on, Jock, ye 
looney!" cried Gracie. 

"Sure the handle o' that fell off ten miles 
since," Jock groaned. 

And while his mouth was still ajar in speech, 
over the brow of the hill above them, little more 
than a quarter of a mile away, loomed nobly 
into view a huge grey touring car. 

Doubtless Grade's frantic gestures and Jock's 
disordered attitude told their tale even at that 
distance. At all events the big car immediately 
manoeuvred close up to the ditch, and came to 
a standstill. Buzzing fiendishly, the infuriated 
Bronco veered slightly in its course, and drove 
straight for the head-lamps of its rival, 

"Gripes! We're murdhered!" Jock gasped, 
and released the wheel to grip the seat. 
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To that action, apparently, the reckless pair 
owed their salvation. The steering apparatus, 
or what remained of it, feeling itself charged 
with sole responsibility, pulled itself together, 
and adroitly wormed the car, inch by inch closer 
to the ditch, until the oflE wheels were scraping 
the stones. The resulting violent jerks brought 
about a spasmodic clutch on the part of the 
brake, the effect of which was to pivot the ve- 
hicle broadside across the road, and gently to 
butt its nose into the face of the wall. The 
engine's death rattle caused a terrifying out- 
break of plunging, it is true, but it did not 
last long, and the Bronco, having with a 
final effort flaunted its dusty rear in the very 
eyes of the disdainful Panhard, all motion 
ceased. 

^^What a country!" declaimed a cultured 
American accent from the other side of the road, 
where the two tourists had taken up a position 
from which to witness an inevitable catastrophe. 

The speaker strolled nearer, and settling him- 
self firmly on his heels, made a silent and com- 
prehensive survey of Jock — an unemotional, 
objective, scientific inspection, with just a dash 
of puckered-eyed contempt. 
• He was a tall, upstanding man, whose white 
hair, taken in conjunction with his pink, clean- 
shaven countenance, seemed an absurd anach- 
ronism, and he wore a splendid coat of fur and 
leather. Nevertheless Jock, depressed by the 
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collapse of his masterpiece, paid small heed to 
him. 

"I don't think you're fair to the country, 
Dad," drawled his similar, and similarly garbed, 
but much younger companion, with the same 
inimitable accent. ^What's the country got to 
do with a car like this ! A Bronco of the year 
before last, re-fitted with gas-pipes and cast 
horse-shoes !" 

Hands in pockets, he was carrying out a 
cursory post-mortem of the defunct Bronco with 
the toe of his boot, and Gracie watched him. 
He was, she thought, absurdly like his father, 
not only in feature and build, but even as to 
complexion and hair, the son's flaxen being 
almost as bleached as the old man's white. It 
was not to be expected that Gracie would recog- 
nise the type, which was markedly Scandina- 
yian, crossed on some healthy and more indige- 
nous strain. 

His total disregard of herself nettled the Irish 
girl, until she suddenly bethought herself of the 
disfiguring effect of her mask of chiflEon ; where- 
upon, taking advantage of the hoist of the car, 
she crouched as inconspicuously as she could 
into the farthest, which was also the lowest, 
corner of the seat, and awaited a suitable cue. 

The father, who seemed to have made a study 
of slight but arresting gesture, mainly facial 
cbntortion, and queer anatomical twitchings and 
stretchings, his hands and arms remaining curi- 
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ously quiet, had just warmed to the obviously 
congenial task of dumbfounding a delinquent. 
Completing a terse and lurid summary of the 
various ways in which an imbecile in charge of 
a car might be a danger to society at large, he 
rapped out, with the small degree of staccato 
a drawl that amounted to an impediment per- 
mitted : 

"Now, kindly step down, and produce your 
license." 

'*What happined to th' license is what^s hap- 
pined to th' car,'' replied Jock, insolently per- 
functory. **It's rin out." 

"Don't shout at me, sonny, or there'll be war," 
said his persecutor, dropping the playful, ha- 
ranguing style for a quieter, more hostile, man- 
ner. "All I want to know is, who are you, what 
you are, and where you've come from. I don't 
ask out of mere curiosity. I ask out of concern 
for the safety of the public. Just hop down 
and tell me." 

Jock sniffed sardonically, without deigning to 
turn his head, and Grade's feet tapped a signal 
of support. 

"Now, sonny! I'm waiting. Down you 
come," said the American. 

"I'll come down when I think I will," said the 
youth, flatly. "And that won't be yet." 

The younger American turned his back, and 
took a step or two away from the group, laugh- 
ing immoderately, though inaudibly. 
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"There you are! There you are, Dad!" he 
cried gaily, spinning round on his heel again to 
clap his father heartily on the back. "Doesn't 
that just prove my point ! You can't coerce the 
Celt. That fellow there will see you and him- 
self hanged, drawn and quartered before he 
will budge!" 

"Now play fair, Stephen. Don't encourage 
the rascal," expostulated the father, in a kind of 
stage aside. "He'll either settle this with me, 
or I'll give him in charge for reckless driving. 
Now, my man," he continued, "do as you're told. 
Don't make trouble. And do it quick." 

This was the point at which Qracie chose to 
assert herself. She was emboldened by the 
manifest simplicity of the pair. People so stu- 
pid as to suppose that they could bamboozle a 
smart fellow like Jock with their nonsense were 
not worth consideration. Besides, what were 
they — ^tourists ! Inspired with the pride of the 
autochthonous, she flung off the unbecoming 
veil, and tried to open the side-flap of the car. 
Tried, and failed, the lock being hopelessly 
jammed. 

However, her impulsive movement had drawn 
attention to herself, and though balked, she 
dared not abandon her intention. To be seen 
caught in a trap at any time is to court ridicule ; 
checking high-spirited action of the kind she 
meditated, the obstacle was npt to be endured. 
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Hardly knowing what she did in her confusion, 
she placed her hands expertly, and vaulted airily 
into the road. 

"My God!'' she heard the elder American 
mutter as she alighted, and he had his first full 
glimpse of her. "It's a circus !'' 

Grade's conduct was, perhaps, a little shock- 
ing. The gymnastic was indeed carried through 
with ease and grace, but still, no well-bred Eng- 
lish girl would have thrown dignity to the winds 
so, in the presence of strangers. Yet despite 
the evidence of this act, and many another of 
the same quality, there was no trace of un- 
maidenly hardihood in her nature. Unless that 
perplexing antinomy can be allowed to stand, it 
is hopeless to attempt to arrive at a fair judg- 
ment of her character, or the character of any 
young Irish girl for that matter. If Grade's 
behaviour was at times a trifle outrageous, it 
was due solely to over-stimulation of suscepti- 
bilities only too tender and responsive. In no 
sense were her lapses, such as they were, to be 
attributed to coarseness of fibre. 

So in the incident under review; even before 
she had landed on her feet in front of the two 
tall Americans her eflFrontery had evaporated, 
and if wishing could have done it she Would 
have rebounded into the car like a bouncing ball. 
Yet here again, before the fit of acute bashful- 
ness could take fatal possession of her faculties. 
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she suppressed it, and bravely assumed the for- 
ward rdle which a wild impulse had thrust 
upon her. 

As was to be expected under the circum- 
stances, she over-acted the part, and the persua- 
sion that she must appear foolish made her 
savage. It was just this sincerely heightened 
temper that impressed the two strangers, and 
compelled respect. She was obliged to delay 
an instant or two whilst she recovered control 
of her breath, and it was also necessary to get 
rid of a mouthful of the fine dust she had kicked 
up. 

"This is my chauflfeur,*' then she said, ad- 
vancing jauntily and speaking haughtily. ^^Fm 
responsible, so if you have anything to say, 
please say it to me." 

Her youth — Grade was just turned seventeen 
— ^her insouciant hostility, her intriguing ap- 
parel, and, above all, her mode of speech had 
electrifying effect. It was to the elder Ameri- 
can she addressed herself, though she was more 
conscious of the eyes of the younger, and per- 
haps Pegwynn senior, himself proud of his elo- 
cution, was most impressed by her utterance. 
Gracie^s leisurely recitative, which never degen- 
erated into a drawl, was new to him, and he 
was particularly captivated by the way mere 
beauty of sound was subordinated to the choice 
vocalisation of vowels and the nice enunciation 
of const)nants. Listening to her, one readily 
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understood that she was using with distinction 
a foreign language — ^her native language, it is 
true, but still foreign to tongue and throat, 

Arnold Pegwynn, therefore, removed his cap, 
bowed, and looked flatteriiigly sheepish. Ste- 
phen, his son, was content to raise his head-gear, 
and smile, though he, too, was unmistakably 
subdued. 

"If you take the responsibility — ^there's no 
more to be said," the elder gentleman declared, 
gallantly. 

Then, tickled by the ease with which she had 
quelled them, Qracie laughed. Three contralto 
pulsations at first; then another three, and 
finally a troop of silvery peals, one on the heels 
of the other. Laughed out of countenance, the 
Pegwynns added laughter of their own manu- 
facture — ^the father a gutteral guflfaw, Stephen a 
discordant cachinnation — ^while they beat a re- 
treat to their car. Jock, assured that the enemy 
was in flight, hopped down from his perch, and 
opening the battered bonnet of the Bronco, in- 
serted head and shoulders into the cavity. 

After a hurried, whispered confabulation, the 
Pegwynns wheeled again, and, Stephen officiat- 
ing, approached Gracie, who, discomfited by mer- 
riment, was pretending an interest in Jock's 
investigation. 

*We would like to introduce ourselves — ^if we 
may," Stephen ventured. 

Gracie liked the twinkle in his lazy grey eyes. 
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It seemed to suggest that he was enjoying her 
side of the comedy — ^undoubtedly the better side. 

^'Oh, yes!'^ she murmured, becoming on the 
sudden altogether shy. 

The exclamation was a note of interrogation, 
as if she were mildly curious as to the motive 
behind the wish. Stephen bowed with the grave 
politeness peculiar to Americans when they are 
not quite sure of their ground. 

"Thank you," he said, and Gracie felt vaguely 
complimented by the expression of gratitude. 
"My name is Pegwynn, Stephen Pegwynn, and 
this is my father, an advocate of some renown 
in the States." 

With a backward flip of his hand, he indicated 
his imposing parent, who was beaming upon his 
new acquaintance like a youth at his first ball. 
Qracie bowed to each in turn, with impish for- 
mality. 

"I'm Gracie Bresnin," she murmured, and 
blushed. "The Bresnins of Cloyne, you know." 

"Indeed !" both men murmured. 

And the gaze of both flickered uneasily about 
the farthest horizon, for they disliked this kind 
of deception. 

"It occurred to us that perhaps you will want 
to go back home soon," Stephen hastened to 
explain. "Cloyne, I make it, is five miles from 
this spot, and your car is done to the wide 
You ought never to have risked your life in it 
at the best of times — ^if you'll excuse my saying 
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so. We'll be only too glad to run you home — 
won^t we, Dad? Or anywhere else you like." 

"Of course! Oh, of course!" his father 
agreed, urbanely emphatic, but without real 
empressement. 

Straightway some of the sunshine left his 
fac^, which was then screwed up with twinges of 
impatience and irritation. He began to whistle 
soullessly, and to stamp with his feet, and it 
needed only common perspicacity to guess that 
he was inwardly taking into reckoning an un- 
foreseen circumstance adverse to the successful 
issue of a more selfish project. To his failure to 
disguise his reluctance was due Oracle's decision 
to take ruthless advantage of him. 

"It's very good of you," she said, sweetly. 
"I would like to get home for lunch, if possible. 
Couldn't you tow us? I'd be ever so grateful if 
you could." 

"Tow you? Oh yes, I suppose we could," 
Stephen muttered, eyeing the Bronco doubt- 
fully, and dropping his syllables meditatively. 

At which Arnold Pegwynn's hum changed to 
a serpentine hiss, and he pulled out his watch, 
causing the case to spring open resonantly, and 
to shut with an eloquent snap. Stephen guiltily 
refrained from meeting his father's gaze, which 
in its eagerness to convey an inhibitory message 
seemed as if it would penetrate through the back 
of the son's head. 

Grade noted all these signs with mischievous 
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delight, and made secret comment also on the 
two men's curious habit of concerted gesture. 
At the moment they had dropped into an identi- 
cal attitude — ^hands thrust deep into the pockets 
of their overcoats, bodies reared to full height — 
and in the course of their mute argument they 
performed a series of half -turns, a leg-stretching 
swagger or two, and an inward and outward 
wheel. 

Stephen, obviously wilfully blind and evasive, 
had most of the fun on his side. But neither 
was his father quite in earnest, though wishful 
enough to enforce his will, could it have been 
done tacitly and without outrage. Gracie was 
shaken with suppressed laughter at the naive 
pantomime, and it was a sudden low bubble of 
mirth from her that brought it to an end. 

"Oh yes. We can tow you home all right," 
reiterated Stephen cheerfully. "Just see what 
we have in the way of a hawser. Dad, will you.'' 

Giving vent to a loud explosive "pah!" and 
delivering a frown of frightful severity when he 
fancied Gracie was not observing him, the senior 
Pegwynn obeyed. Gracie noticed then, and re- 
membered afterwards, that in spite of his mas- 
terfulness of manner, the father was completely 
under the thumb of his indolently-inclined off- 
spring. The latter tested his will-power on the 
girl, also, but without success. Gracie, in pur- 
suance of a whim, refused a comer in the 
Panhard, and insisted on occupying the seat 
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next to Jock, who was told o£F to neutralise as 
far as possible the Bronco's posthumous aberra- 
tions. Meanwhile a couple of stout baggage 
straps had been requisitioned, and in a few 
minutes the caravan got under way. 

•The pace was advisedly slow, for by some 
variety of reflex action the several departments 
of the deceased car came into spasmodic opera- 
tion at the slightest hint of speed. Stephen, at 
the wheel of the Panhard, had no attention to 
spare from the business in hand. Arnold Peg- 
wynn, fortified by a cigar, was at first a monu- 
ment of ostentatious longanimity. Later on he 
spread himself on the rear seat of the leading 
car in such a manner as to permit a view of 
those behind him; and it follows that he was 
quickly embroiled in Grade's sparkling com- 
mentary. 

Her remarks were witty in their way, but 
narrated without the erratic incidents which 
called them forth, and robbed of her by-play, 
they would necessarily lack point. Moreover, 
in addition to her infectious gaiety, the spectacle 
of Jock diligently spinning the disconnected 
wheel was itself more than a cure for such bile 
as was likely to inflict a prosperous lawyer in 
his holiday mood. 

When the cars came to a halt in the lane 
behind Cloyne Lodge, Arnold Pegwynn, at con- 
siderable risk to his neck, was in the act of 
attempting to respond to Gracious riotous pro- 
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posal that they should join hands from car to 
car, in order to augment the straining couplings. 
This alone is sufficient proof of the infatuating 
quality of her charm. 

"You^U come in now, and have lunch with 
me, won't you?'' she inyited, the two men being 
grouped about her at the gate, at a loss how 
best to break away. 

The prospective guests exchanged a glance, 
and immediately set up a babel of excuses in 
their distinctive strains. 

"Nothing we should have liked better " 

Stephen drawled, earnestly. 

"We're very late at it is " his father wasi 

saying. 

"Fishing — at Ballycotton, you know " 

Stephen annotated, smiling intimately and 
apologetically. 

"Finest deep-sea fishing in the world " 

Pegwynn senior added, fussily irrelevant. 

The latter's open terror of the proffered hos- 
pitality aroused Grade's resentment, and had 
she been in any measure confident that the Bres- 
nin larder would have proved equal to the unex- 
pected occasion, she would undoubtedly have 
punished his tactlessness by compelling him to 
come in. As it was, neglecting the father, she 
ran grave risk of winning acceptance by the 
cajolery she could not forbear practising upon 
the son. 

"Ah now, listen," she said, besetting the young 
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man. "Papa'U be wild if I tell him you were 
so good to us, and I let you go from the gate 
without bringing you in." 

Stephen was plainly wavering, when, to 
Grade's huge relief, his father interposed. 

"Just look here, Miss Bresnin," the American 
advocate put it to her, straightening himself, 
and tapping his hand with an imaginable brief. 
"Supposing you had the choice between a per- 
fectly delightful luncheon under the most 
charming auspices in all Ireland " 

Of one accord, the break in the sentence de- 
manding it, Gracie and he bowed to one another, 
profoundly, he with well-acted gravity, she with 
a mocking grimace. 

"And the last few hours of a tremendously 
exhilarating sport with the line, — ^with such a 
choice before you, which would you prefer? 
Come, Miss Bresnin. AfBrm, and do not deny." 

"I'd go fishing, of course," she confessed, her 
eyes aglow. 

An unequivocal statement of the exact truth 
required having been extracted from the witness, 
Arnold Pegwynn glanced at judge and jury, and 
sat down, obviously anxious to withdraw from 
colloquy before some belated qualification 
cropped up to weaken his case. 

Little more was said, and that little consisted 
entirely of an interchange of those more or less 
banal remarks which serve so well to gloss over 
the crude fact of unregretted departure. 
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Nevertheless, when they were gone, Gracie 
Edghed — ^they symbolised so much that was 
covetable in life. 

^^They must be great sport to know," she said 
musingly, as the grey car vanished down the hill. 
"Just fancy, Jock, the gorgeous time that pair 
of goms can have! Every morning when they 
wake, they just sit up in bed, and whatever 
comes into their heads to do, they can get up 
and do it !" 

"And thin," Jock took up the tale with sear- 
ing irony, as he began to dismantle the Bronco. 
"And thin, after a momin^ thinkin', they go and 
make thimselves sick and wet wid fishing in the 
say, a thing no natural man would do except to 
make a livin\" 

"Ah, but they don't have to! That's the 
difference!" Gracie expounded, knowingly. 

"If the wather comes over thim they have to 
get wet, anyhow," Jock argued. "And if they 
feel the sickness — they have to." 

Gracie went to the back of the garage, and 
set to work saddling Nell. A faint sense of 
humiliation teased her, and she several times bit 
her lip with vexation, or broke into loud song, 
in order to disperse certain unpleasant fancies. 
For one thing, she was annoyed because there 
had been quite so much laughter about the en- 
counter. Hitherto it had always been her 
pleasure to evoke laughter at any cost, and to 
participate in it; but on this occasion she re- 
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pented with gome bitterness the low-comedy part 
she had played. 

It was, perhaps, the recollection of the two 
Americans' politely disguised amazement that 
stnng her most. She had amused them, not by 
her wit, but by herself. It did not seem to her 
that she had suffered any degradation by so 

doing, but Here her reaBoning gave a hop, 

skip and a jump, landing her in a thicket of con- 
jecture as prickly as it was far-fetched. 

For she actually went so far out of her way 
as to imagine the Pegwynns, particularly 
Stephen, in the act of recounting the adventtire 
to their womenfolk. She had no difficulty in 
visualising to what type of womenfolk they 
Would belong. They would be large and stony 
womenfolk, and very supercilious. They, too, 
would be amused at this story of a quaint Irish 
girl, her comic chauffeur, and still more comic 
Bronco car. They would, however, be only 
slightly amused, because only slightly interested, 
in spite of the elder Pegwynn's narrative ability, 
and Stephen's languidly witty asides. Solitude 
and overmuch practice had rendered Gracie an 
adept at this kind of imaginative puppet-show, 
and in a very few minutes, in the gloom of Nell's 
stall, she succeeded in tormenting herself beyond 
endurance. 

"Jock, come here a minute. I want you,'' she 
called to the chauffeur, who was once more dis- 
tributing the car piecemeal. 
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Jock approached. Though his soul and all 
his higher faculties were devoted to the Bronco, 
he was Gracie's slave, and nothing was ever 
allowed to stand in the way of his obedience to 
her least behest. 

^Well, what is it?" he asked, stolidly. 

"Jock, I want you to scout out after them 
Yanks," she whispered. "I want you to find 
out where they're staying, and all about them." 

"Sure I know where they're staying," Jock 
replied, impatiently. "It's with ould McNulty 
they are, at Churchtown. They've been there a 
wake." 

"Oh, have they !" Gracie murmured, dreamily. 
"Churchtown ! It's queer I never met them be- 
fore. Listen here, Jock ^" 

The directions she whispered into Jock's ear 
were elaborate and much duplicated, as im- 
promptu instructions are likely to be. In sum, 
the chauffeur was to compile a time-table of the 
Pegwynns' day, and a record of their comings 
and goings. No less. As a reward for his 
trouble Gracie promised him, vaguely, "fun." 

Jock, pretending no enthusiasm, was openly 
sceptical as to the innocence of her intentions, 
but he made no protest. This was not by any 
means the first dubious ofiSice he had performed 
in his young mistress's service. 

"Go down there as soon as you've had some- 
thing to eat," Gracie commanded. "And let me 
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know the instant you're back. There's a bob 
waiting for you if you're smart." 

So speaking, she chirruped to Nell, and 
bounded off for her morning's gallop, plots fer- 
menting in her brain^ mischief bubbling in her 
heart. 

Jock, looking after her, played tunes on his 
teeth with his finger-nails, and swore, because 
he was not at liberty to probe immediately into 
the secret of the Bronco's mysterious dissolution. 



CHAPTER II 

ASSISTED OOINCUDBNGB 

To conduct a home, that is to say, to keep 
arranged in a recognised order the goods 
and chattels conducive to comfort^ presupposes 
instinct. With the aid of a stores' catalogue 
and a cheque-book any one can assemble furni- 
ture and utensils in a suitable dwelling — ^but 
the final result is not necessarily a home. 

Nor will it suffice if with hand-books and 
painful care, a newly-wed couple live in semi- 
monastic state, with the covers always on the 
suites, except when visitors call. By such 
means a shop-freshness, itself an eyesore, may 
be preserved, but only for a year or two. Then 
the will, unsustained by instinct, and perplexed, 
perhaps, by infants, falters, and the seven devils 
of laisser-faire bring others worse than them- 
selves into the place that was swept and gar- 
nished. 

Home, as the institution is understood in 
civilised Europe, is primarily a place where you 
may not do as you please. Its watchword is 
discipline — ^the discomfort that endureth for a 
moment for the sake of the comfort that abideth 

26 



ASSISTED COINCIDENCE 27 

for ever. This is the principle which many 
Irishwomen fail to grasp. The Irishman is not 
particularly to blame. He but shares a uni- 
versal masculine weakness, a man's utter abro- 
gation of instinct once he comes in under a roof. 

The Bresnins' household is a case in point. 
Cloyne Lodge was a commodious house, solidly 
built by a Georgian ancestor. There was a 
dining-room of the first magnitude, two large 
drawing-rooms convertible into a salon, one 
state bedroom, and five ordinary; servants' at- 
tics, lumber and bath-rooms in measure. 

The furniture was profuse and interesting, 
though somewhat worn. For instance, it was 
possible, by collation, to confront a sham Shera- 
ton piece from Oxford Street, London, by a 
genuine exemplar, chipped and indented, and 
thrust ignominiously away. 

Visitors were rare, formal social functions 
practically nil; it ought to have been an easy 
matter for four servants, excluding Jock, to 
supply the needs of three principals, and still 
find time to keep the place trim and in order. 
Yet for want of fundamental plan and initial 
formula, chaos reigned from roof to basement. 

Mrs. Dillew, the housekeeper, was capable and 
energetic. Bertha, the cook, had seen service 
in a New York hotel. The minds of both were 
embittered by a thwarted ideal of discipline 
and regularity. The instinct was lacking in 
the Bresnins themselves. They could not be 
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said to live in Oloyne Lodge. They nested 
there. 

Mrs. Bresnin's nest was her bed. Not that she 
was by any means bed-ridden. Certain hours of 
each day were spent downstairs^ and she en- 
joyed prolonged periods of feeble convalescence. 
But her strength was never quite equal to the 
struggle against her inward ailment, her seldom 
attempts at housewifery were listless and meth- 
odless. 

Maurice Bresnin's nest was situated in the 
window-alcove of the front drawing-room. It 
consisted of two arm-chairs, one for his person, 
and one for his feet, occupied reversibly, accord- 
ing to the position of the sun. Littered around 
were guns, riding-crops, golf-sticks; magazines, 
periodicals and newspapers, a novel or two, 
opened and turned down ; slippers and a lounge- 
jacket — all those things that an indulgent but 
not fastidious man of leisure enjoys best if they 
come readily to hand. That was Mr. Bresnin's 
idea of order. So long as his "traps" were left 
where he put them, he was content. And by a 
habit twelve years old or more he put them all 
in the window-alcove ; which, from the point of 
view of domestic economy, spelt ruination for 
the room concerned. 

There being no alternative, Grade had sur- 
rendered to the family weakness for nidification. 
Her nest was, not unnaturally, her boudoir. 
It was also her bedroom, but the couch was too 
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ascetic and inconspicuously placed to give its 
character to the apartment. 

Here were gathered together the daintiest and 
best preserved relics of her mother's youthful 
marriage — mirrors (notably a cheval glass),. a 
Sheraton dressing-table, with appurtenances of 
silver; an arm-chair of horse-hair, a long-chair 
of cane ; an easel surrounded by a medley of pal- 
ettes, brushes and half -squeezed tubes; a book- 
case distended with tattered novels ; many water- 
colours and prints, some framed and hung, others 
precariously balanced against unstable photo- 
graph-frames ; a desk with an evil conscience in 
the shape of a scored blotting-pad; various 
drapery and lingerie in display, and cardboard 
boxes which doubtless held other and more cher- 
ished garments ; flowers, fresh and faded, grow- 
ing in pots, withering in vases; knick-knacks 
and gee-gaws; a pretty alabaster replica of a 
nude dancing-girl, a comic American goUywog 
in plaster ; a sombre crucifix, a radiant statuette 
of Mary — ^the whole scene lighted by the reflec- 
tion from the western sky, filtrated through cur- 
tains of pale green muslin. 

Such was Grade's nest, and when nine o'clock 
struck she was still nestling there. This was 
one of her late mornings. Usually she was up 
at dawn, but once or twice in the week she 
indulged in a beauty-sleep, and did not appear 
until breakfast; which was fixed, theoretically, 
for nine. 
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At ten past the hour a brown pup hurtled up 
the stairs, and bounding at the closed door, 
bruised its foolish nose, and sneezed. Thereaf- 
ter a petulant whining and a vigorous scratch- 
ing sound intruded into Oracle's dream, and her 
eyes half-opened. A second sneeze, caused by 
dust entering a too-eager snout, further aroused 
her, and through the film of sleep she beheld a 
small brown paw trying to insert itself through 
the half -inch interstice between floor and door. 
By and by that paw' got itself momentarily en- 
trapped, and a yelp of anguish followed. Ora- 
cle sat up -and rubbed her eyes. 

"Oh, poor Dlkey!" she called, commiserat- 
ingly. "Lie down, bad fellah !" 

Although not in itself important, her method 
of egress from between the sheets is worth men- 
tioning on account of its originality. Sitting 
upright, after a luxurious, feline stretching, she 
drew in her feet until she was virtually squat- 
ting, and then planting her hands in front of 
her on the quilt, she performed a kind of hand- 
spring, her white feet shooting up behind her, to 
swerve in a graceful arc to the floor. 

Had she been encumbered by the folds of a 
nightdress, the gymnastic could not have been so 
neatly carried through. But Oracle wore pyja- 
mas, which by their style and gorgeous hue — 
especially should the wearer catch a glimpse of 
herself in the cheval-glass — ^irresistibly incited 
the limbs to disport themselves suitably. They 
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were of silk, striped crimson and peacock-blue, 
with lawn collar and cuffs, and in cut hesitated 
between nautical trlmness and the extravagance 
and ease befitting a seraglio. 

There is excuse for dwelling upon the bewitch- 
ing picture she made, for haying admitted Dikey, 
and somewhat quelled that infatuated puppy's 
transports, Gracie stood poised before the glass 
for the first movement of Swedish drill. 

It was a lackadaisical exercise, a pretext, 
really, for self-adoration. This secret worship 
of the figure is a perfectly natural phase of fem- 
inine efSorescence, and although its expression in 
art is rather rare, it has a recognized place in 
the delightful arcana of youth the whole world 
over. If the cult has waned anywhere, it is in 
Ireland, the country where the Manicheeism in- 
herent in Christianity is most firmly rooted. 

Gracie paid no particular regard to her face. 
She was aware that her features were regular, 
and believed that they enshrined that degree 
of commonplace beauty which often passes with- 
out comment. The nose was almost Grecian, 
the only difference being a more marked inden- 
tation at its juncture with the brow — ^undeniably 
an improvement upon the classical type. But 
noses like hers, she knew, were to be found in 
rows in any convent school in the south of Ire- 
land. The same might be said of her lips, which 
were red and full, and, notwithstanding their 
fastidious bow, held promise of a rich sensuous- 
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ness. The chin, likewise, in profile, showed a 
strong Parthenie curve. Frontways it appeared 
a trifle too square and determined, and generally 
speaking it was this character of strength, of 
combativeness, in her face that displeased its 
owner. 

This character was stressed, too, by the Celtic 
cheekbones, and a slight defect in proportion — 
the contour being insufficiently oval. Also her 
complexion, though immaculate, was too florid, 
too readily ensanguined, for Grade's taste. Al- 
together, her attitude towards her countenance 
was one of critical toleration. And merely be- 
cause it was not of silky texture, she was indif- 
ferent to the claims of her tresses of crisp black 
hair, which alone would have warranted pride. 

In this judgment, it will be guessed, she was 
quite mistaken. Her mirrors deceived her, for 
they never showed her how she looked when she 
talked and laughed and grimaced. She could 
not know the fascination of that aggressive chin 
when she was in a dominating mood, nor under- 
stand the subduing power of a pair of grey-blue, 
astral eyes when they twinkled with merriment, 
flashed with sudden tempers, or blazed with ex- 
citement. Neither could she judge the effect 
upon others of the play of her lips as they 
curled in scorn, or parted in smiles, affording 
glimpses of teeth as cruelly white and sound as 
those of a young panther. 

On the other hand, the reflection of her body 
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in the cheval-glass was the most beautful sight 
she knew, and latterly, as she approached matu- 
rity, her eyes never tired of the feast. Except 

for her sunburnt neck and wrists, she was white, 

■ 

and in emulation of the alabaster statuette, she 
most desired whiteness. 

A bout of arm and leg movements, and lateral, 
frontal and backward bending — every motion 
was like a posture in a dance, and Gracie, in 
pensive adulation, never took her eyes from the 
glass. 

Then Dikey, mistaking some skipping figures 
for an invitation to gambol, joined in, and the 
exercise ended with Gracie on the floor, releas- 
ing a strand of her hair from the puppy's teeth. 

She went down to breakfast in her petticoat 
and a dressing-jacket — petticoat green and short, 
jacket frilled and brown — carrying Dikey trussed 
under her arm. Her mother was presiding 
at table in a grey morning-wrapper — a tall 
woman, elegant in spite of herself, dignified by 
her very conformation, and somehow reminding 
one of a wilted arum lily. 

Her father, who was standing at the mantle- 
piece, recharging his tobacco-pouch from a jar, 
belonged to the same peculiarly Irish class, an 
aristocracy of birth, namely, that for generations 
has been denied the privileges, and even the pur- 
suits, of an aristocracy. 

He, also, was tall, and, like his wife, elegant 
in spite of himself and his careless clothes ; slim 



34 A PAIR OF IDOLS 

and compact despite his lethargic habits. The 
pair were of an eqnal age, the early forties, 
but Maurice Bresnin had the advantage in health, 
and there was a glint in his cynically-humorous 
blue eyes that suggested how superficial was his 
torpidity. 

Neither of them had bequeathed a single per- 
sonal trait to their oflfspring, in form, features, or 
colouring; and little of their nature, it could be 
guessed. Gracie contrasted with them as vividly 
as a magpie contrasts with a pair of doves. 

^^Morning, lazy-bones," was her father's greet- 
ing. 

He did not turn towards her until the pouch 
was filled, and Oracle's response was saucy 
rather than filial in sentiment Mrs. Bresnin, 
endeavouring to disengage her daughter's atten- 
tion from a tussle with Dikey to a proffered cup 
of tea, could only manage to emit a feeble mur- 
mur, which probably comprised no articulate 
words of any kind. But her face lit up with 
a smile, a smile so faint that it seemed she no 
longer possessed sufficient animation to sustain 
the sudden glow of maternal love. 

"Did mamma tell you of the two Yanks I met 
yesterday down in Shanagarry ?" Gracie in- 
quired of her father, innocently, feeling blindly 
for the cup of tea with her left hand, while 
fighting Dikey with her right. 

"She didn't," Mr. Bresnin replied, in course of 
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time. "And what took you to Shanagarry, first 

of aur 

"Oh, speed-trials/' Oracle answered, oflP-hand- 
edly. "The ear is mended, yon know — or was. 
Anyway, that's not the point ^^ 

"Point or no point," her father remarked dis- 
passionately. "I'd break that Jock fellow's neck, 
if I wasn't so sure he'll break it himself some 
day. 'Speed-trials' indeed! The thing's a 
death-trap ! Why don't we get rid of him," he 
turned in weak petition to his wife. "He's only 
a nuisance about the place " 

"Get rid of Jock!" Oracle echoed — ^if the no- 
tion of an echo can survive in a screech as dire 
as hers. "Get rid of my groom F^ 

"Oracle! Glory be to Goodness, don't make 
such a noise !" her mother entreated. 

"Well, listen to papa," the girl pouted. She 
retained for her parents' private delight many 
of the worst characteristics of infancy. "Jock 
mustn't be got rid of. He's my groom/^ 

"Groom ! I'll groom the beggar if I catch him 
out again in that infernal contraption," Maurice 
Bresnin threatened smoothly. "And you too. 
Miss Madcap. You're as bad as he is, every bit." 

"It did go, anyway," his daughter crowed 
triumphantly. "Though you said it never 
would. It went like billy-o — ^till it came all loose 
inside. I told Jock all along he was leaving 
too many things out. But the return journey 
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was as safe as a bath-chair — ^wasn't it, mamma?'' 

"An American touring car dragged them 
home/' the mother amplified. "They were nice 
people apparently — ^guests of the Churchtown 
McNulty." 

"Oh, that lot!" Mr. Bresnin murmured enig- 
matically. "It's ve^ry evident, mam, our young- 
ster has a keen nose for the dollars!" 

"You don't say you know them, too?" Gracie 
inquired, alertly. 

"I heard talk of them at the Club," Maurice 
Bresnin replied. "The old fellow is a big gun 
in his way — ^kind of Yankee Carson. Well, little 
'un, try your luck," he bantered as he drifted 
out. "It isn't often you'll find a fish of his qual- 
ity in these waters." 

Gracie and Dikey smiled broadly at one an- 
other, and when she, to create a diversion, would 
have deposed her pet from her knees with a sud- 
den jerk, the puppy clung to her frantically with 
tooth and claw. 

Presently, the click of golf-sticks in the next 
room relieving her of any uncertainty as to her 
husband's intentions that forenoon, Mrs. Bres- 
nin, pleading lassitude, faded from the table. 
Gracie thereupon closed the door on the obstrep- 
erous Dikey, and attacked her food with earn- 
estness and dispatch. 

Her appetite appeased, she tugged at the old- 
fashioned bell-rope, awakening a cracked clang- 
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our that was audible in every part of the house, 
and began to call, at intervals of ten seconds, 
the name: 

"Moira, Moi — ^ra." 

After the second tolling, and the fifth oral 
summons, a shrill voice answered her from a 
great distance: 

"In a min-yut," it said. "In a min-yut.". 

And in a minute Moira burst in, dragging 
Dikey, who had fastened himself to the hem of her 
skirt. Moira was young, and could boast the 
features of an Andalusian. But she was built, 
and strode, like a sailor. 

"Ye might give anywan a chance,'' she com- 
plained, with the extraordinarily rapid utterance 
and incommunicable accent of the peasantry of 
these parts. "I'd a sheet half-pegged to the line 
whin I heard ye, and ye wouldn't have me let 
it fall !" 

"Oh, dash it ! It's washing day again !" Gra- 
de ejaculated, beating a tattoo with her heels. 
"And I wanted ye to give me habit a bit of 
a brush!" 

"Then I can't — ^there !" Moira replied, angrily, 
for she knew quite well her refusal would be in- 
eflPectual. "There's a moile of clothes waiting to 
be dhried." 

"Leave somebody else do it," Gracie said. 
*TJisten, Moira dear. I've a secret to tell ye." 

And a very surprising secret it was she whis- 
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pered into the maid's ear^ while, with a firm 
clutch, she conducted her willy-nilly up the 
stairs. Moira disapproved. 

"It's lowering to be riding out by yourself 
afther a man/' she said, wielding the clothes- 
brush strenuously the while in the doorway of 
Grade's room. "It cheapens ye. He'll have 
no respect for ye if he sees ye're foU'ring him." 

"Who's going to follow him?" Grade de- 
manded, scornfully. 

Breeched and booted, she was straddling in 
front of the glass, fixing her billycock hat at 
the proper angle. 

"Sure, didn't I tell ye it's going to be an acci- 
dent/^ she protested. "How do I know I'll meet 
him at all. If I do, I'm going to have a bit of 
fun with him. Why shouldn't I? There's no 
harm in it. Besides, he laughed at me. He's 
got to grovel." 

It must not be overlooked that she was able 
to assume with facility all local peculiarities of 
cadence and accent, and could also imitate, with 
refinement, the high-pitched volubility of this 
mercurial peasantry. 

"That'll do for the coat, Moira," she said, res- 
cuing the garment. "Ye'll rub a hole in it in a 
jiff, laying on so. It's time I had a new one. 
I'm ashamed to be seen in this," she added, while 
the dutiful maid was adjusting hooks and loops. 
"I'll begin at papa this very nigl^t about it." 

In the garage Jock was putting the finishing 
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polish on the little fawn mare, which was of a 
lithe, mettlesome, handsome breed endeared to 
the South as the "Cockhill Arab." 

"Good boy, Jock!" his mistress commended, 
after Nell had been duly kissed and compli- 
mented. "Tell me — did you do as I asked?" 

"I did surely," Jock answered, and sucked a 
tooth, and closed an eye. "Ye won't have to 
thravel far, I'm thinking." 

"Where is he?" the girl questioned, step-danc- 
ing with excitement. 

An economical smile paid a transient visit to 
each of Jock's features in turn, and as he pos- 
sessed an expansive countelnance, which was 
handsome and expressive enough, by the way, to 
have made the fortune of an actor, the complete 
grimace took time. Gracie seized the big fel- 
low by the coat collar, and tried to shake him. 

"No larking, ye booby," she upbraided. "Tell 
me at once where ye saw him." 

"Saw him, is it?" Jock said. "Faith, if ye'd 
been up and put your head out of the gate any 
time this morning, ye'd have seen nothing else! 
Up and down, he was, himself and his ould car, 
on the road below, like a steam roller." 

"Now if ye fool me, Jock, I'll get cross," Gra- 
cie said quietly, to make him quiet. ^TBCow many 
times did he pass?" 

"Twice only," Jock replied. "Once going — ^to 
Midleton, I reckon, to meet the Mail — ^and once 
coming back, half an hour since." 
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"Oh, then IVe missed him!'' she cried, in a 
tone and with a gesture of grievous renuncia- 
tion. 

"Not you!" Jock jeered, enigmatically. 

And bending down he made a step of his 
hands for the dainty foot with which his mistress 
had motioned abstractedly her desire to get into 
the saddle. 

Ten minutes later, seated like a hussar, she 
was trotting briskly along the road to Church- 
town. That she kept to the highway was an 
innovation which greatly puzzled Nell, who, 
yearning for the springy turf of the meadows, 
paused to demonstrate at every gap and gate 
they passed. 

Grade's own estimate of her purpose was ab- 
solutely just, as far as it went. She was out 
speculating for fun. Yesterday, she had tasted 
the, to her, rare pleasure of being intelligently 
appraised. Practically for the first time since 
she came home from her English school she had 
been alive to the presence of a worthy and sym- 
pathetic audience. Under the eyes of the Peg- 
wynns she had enjoyed the sense of being 
^T)rought out." Airs and graces long since fal- 
len into desuetude had come back to her on the 
instant, even though she had been caught at a 
disadvantage, and was dusty, and a trifle dis- 
hevelled. Finding refreshment and stimulation 
in the experience, naturally she desired a repeat 
performance with herself at her best. 
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All this, of course, was not clearly thought 
out, or, indeed, thought out at all. One does 
not analyse one's intentions in this strain on 
horseback, in nectar-laden air. But that there 
should remain no suspicion that she was en- 
gaged in the ordinary pursuit, the fact can be 
adduced that had her mission failed, had she 
failed, that is to say, to encounter Stephen again, 
she would have been disappointed in only a 
minor degree. He would have served for an ex- 
cuse for a ride ; and that in itself was something 
to one who had long ago exhausted the few pos- 
sibilities of surprise in the sleepy townland. 

Indeed, she had abandoned the hunt, and, out 
of regard for NelPs feet, had taken to the fields 
on the homeward journey, when, in the act of 
crossing the road above Kilrone, she started her 
quarry. At the crossroads, a quarter of a mile 
away, was stationed the grey car, and its soli- 
tary occupant was turned in his seat, looking 
back expectantly in her direction. Grade whis- 
tled the bar of a jig, and instead of crossing the 
road, proceeded along it. 

^^The blackguard!" she soliloquised. "I won* 
der if he's scouting about after met Walk, Nell. 
Take your own time, girl." 

They were still a few hundred yards apart, 
and Nell's walk was slow and majestic. Ste- 
phen, however, signalled the instant he saw her^ 
and bent to his levers. The car backed, coughed 
out a cloud of blue smoke, slurred round, and. 
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purring like a herd of lions, enlarged itself on 
the dwindling perspective until it seemed to fill 
the lane. Grade's astonishment when it stopped 
dead at her side, and she was hailed by name, 
was very capably counterfeited, considering the 
mare's restiveness. 

"Miss Bresnin!" the American cried, leaping 
out. "This is splen-did, I hardly hoped to 
meet you, though I was pretty sure you'd be out 
somewhere. The weather's grand!" 

"Cork weather," said Gracie, "is always grand. 
You talk like an Englishman." 

Grade's cavalier greeting and rather ungra- 
<jious repartee seemed to disappoint the young 
American. He chilled perceptibly, and she, no- 
ticing the refrigeration, was vexed with herself. 
Apparently he desired formal romance. In Ire- 
land romance and conversation advance in paral- 
lel lines, which do not converge until the very 
end. Sometimes not even then. There is always 
a deadly assumption in an Irishman's glance and 
smile when he crosses swords with a woman, — 
a direct appeal, as it were, to the naked human 
nature behind the veneer of manners. The Irish- 
woman's effective parry is with the foil of wit 
and raillery. In this case the parry had been 
superfluous. There was no such assumption in 
Stephen's eyes and smile, which were attrac- 
tive enough, but by no means unduly expressive. 
Gracie observing her mistake, set about recti- 
fying it, judiciously. 
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*Teople in England are most of their time at 
war with the weather," she continued, in a 
milder, more ladylike tone. "Why can^t they 
take what God gives them, and be reconciled to 
it, hard or soft? I was at school near London 
for years," she added, introducing a caressing 
note into her voice, and bestowing a smile whicli 
she herself described to Moira that night as "a 
snuggler." 

It had the unfortunate effect of making Ste- 
phen shy, and his shyness took the form of a 
further gelidity and a defensive evasiveness. 

"I thought as much by your accent," he com- 
mented, awkwardly. "I should judge it takes 
years of very hard work to tone down the Cork 
accent to your pitch — ^if you won't think me rude 
for saying so." 

Had he been an Irishman, and able to bear it, 
he would there and then have learnt precisely 
what Gracie thought, first of all of the impu- 
dence of the comment; then of the comparative 
merits of the Cork and New York pronunciations. 
She spared him the caustic rejoinder for the 
sake of a more complete victory later on, when 
he would be in her power ; also, perhaps, she was 
merciful because he handled Nell's ears and 
neck in a way that gratified the beast. 

"If I've lost my Cork accent, I'm sorry," she 
declared, with as much creamy richness of ut- 
terance as she could muster. "I didn't lose it 
purposely." 
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Then to shift the conversatioii from an nn- 
promising topic : 

^*How is it yonr father is not with you? I 
like him/^ she said. 

'^I must tell him," Stephen said, laughing 
softly. ^^He'll be pleased. He has gone fishing. 
As to that, in confidence, Miss Bresnin, I'd like 
to ask you — I've a suspicion these fishermen are 
tying it on my dad's tail, so to speak. The fish 
he catches! Well, for size and variety, I've 
never seen anything to beat 'em outside an aqua- 
rium. They're enough to turn any old man's 
head. Knowing these folk as you must, do you 
think it possible they're working off a little stunt 
on my d^d, — hooking specimens on to his line 
when he isn't looking, and that sort of thing, — 
what?" 

"You'd better ask them," Gracie suggested. 

"No. I won't do that," Stephen said, posi- 
tively. "I'm all for peace and goodwill." 

"Don't worry. Your dad catches them all 
right," Gracie assured him. "Why, I've caught 
them myself till I was tired — often." 

"Against that," Stephen argued, "is my sworn 
affidavit that in two days I didn't trap enough 
fish for a cat's breakfast. And all that time 
my dad was hauling in things like sturgeon, 
and com-pelling me to snapshot him in the proc- 
ess. It was hum-iliating to me/^ 

"Is that why you are not out with him to-day?'* 

Gracie offered him this opening for a gallant 
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insinuation deliberately. Unaccountably he was 
at pains to miss it. 

"No, it wasn't that. The weather tempted me 
and — I beg your pardon?" he waited politely 
for Grade to repeat her interruption. 

'*0h, nothing," she stammered in pretty con- 
fusion. "I only added, *And you did eat.' " 

"Ah yes! Something like that in the Bible, 
isn't there," Stephen said, some of his former 
easiness of manner returning. "It seemed some- 
how familiar when I was saying it." 

Conversational sparring of this order went on 
for several minutes. Fully aware that she made 
a picture. Grade sat her best in the saddle, 
and by devious methods teased Nell into restive 
curvetings, to enhance the effect, to display her 
horsemanship, and also to create diversions when 
necessary. 

Diversions were necessary when talk lapsed 
for lack of matter, due, chiefly, to Grade's pre- 
occupation with a single issue: she wanted the 
American to make some inquiry, or to throw out 
a suggestion that would ensure further acquain- 
tance ; she was watchful for him to betray reluc- 
tance to let her go from him on the mere off- 
chance of another casual, more or less accidental 
meeting. 

Yet on the two occasions Grade, by allowing 
breaks in the conversation, by gathering the 
reins and resettling herself in the saddle, art- 
fully intimated her impending departure, Ste- 
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phen displayed such small ingenuity in the arts 
of parley and dalliance that she was obliged 
to create diversions in order to give him another 
chance. His attitude perplexed her, and piqued 
her, too. Though obviously interested, he 
seemed unnecessarily guarded and constrained. 
At length, her pride rebelling, she was able to 
summon up a brusque geniality that was in every 
way a match for his polite aloofness. 

"I must say good-bye," she said. "Are you 
leaving Ireland very soon?" 

"In a day or two, so far as I know at present," 
the young man confided. "It all depends on the 
duration of my dad's present craze. I hope I 
am to have the pleasure of seeing you again?" 

In tone, it was partly the expression of a 
conventional hope, and only partly a petition. 
At all events it was not sufficiently a petition 
to satisfy Grade's wounded vanity, and she did 
not relent. 

"If you are lucky, ^^ she said, with a world of 
meaning in the emphasis on the predicative 
word, "you may/^ 

The small, stoutly-gloved right hand made as 
if to tender itself, but Nell, apparently on her 
own initiative, dispensed the obligation of formal 
adieux by clearing the ditch and stretching her- 
self in a wild gallop across the meadows towards 
Ballymaloe. 

"What a bore the fellow is !" Oracle ejaculated 
aloud to the wind humming in her ears. 
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Then, a little later : 

"But nice, though !'' 

A few strides further on: 

'*And devilishly good-looking!*^ 

At night, while Moira was undressing her, she 
commented scathingly on the American's lack 
of fire. But her handmaid would not agree. 

"What would you have him do?" Moira de- 
manded. "Flare his head off at the first stroke, 
like a lucifer? Them slow ones is always the 
hottest whin they're started/' she added. 



CHAPTER III . 

ATTBACnON AND DBTBACTION 

r 

GBACIE'S importance lies in this^ that such 
was the crystal innocence of her nature^ so 
immaculate her soul, it was possible to view in 
her the first germinal activities of love, just as 
though she were one of those glass hives which 
apiologists make use of in the study of bees. As 
to the importance of love, it is hardly possible to 
overrate it. But first of all one must be sure 
what is meant by love, for the sentimentalists 
have of late much corrupted the definition — they 
are the great enemies of definitions — in accoi*- 
dance with their own base aspirations. Love in 
its only true sense is a crescent phase of human 
nature, and therefore it appertains exclusively 
to youth. Second loves, late loves, and all such 
manifestations are abnormalities due to retarded 
growth, and should be concealed and discour- 
aged. Love is a state of acute development, akin 
in nature to the bursting of buds, and the exhal- 
ations of sweet fermenting essences. It is while 
it is in this condition that the human organism 
best reveals its variegated colorations. Love 
pigments the human specimen suitably for micro- 

48 
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scopical analysis. It is an impregnated atmos- 
phere in which, when they enter it, the subjects 
change hue according to nature and tempera- 
ment ; and though as yet the laws underlying the 
change are practically unknown, and no spec- 
trum has yet been invented that will separate 
and define the hues, the value of every scrap of 
fresh evidence is inestimable. 

The beginnings of Gracie^s love were nicely 
sorted to her temper, which was fiery and un- 
tamed, and scornful of sweet melancholies, and 
all morbid obsessions. Love offered itself to 
her in the guise of frivolity, of mischief, and in 
that familiar shape gained unchallenged access 
to her heart. There was only one dangerous 
symptom — ^the constant, though vague, aware- 
ness of Stephen Pegwynn's presence in the local- 
ity. 

On awakening next morning, the first thing 
her brain did was to weigh the chances of a col- 
lision with him during the day. Her conversa- 
tion during breakfast turned on Americans in 
general, and after breakfast, shut up in confabu- 
lation with Moira, she spoke only of this young 
American in particular. Frequently during the 
matutinal gallop she pulled Nell up short to lis- 
ten for the sound of an automobile on the neigh- 
bouring roads — ^which, nevertheless, she avoided 
— and at the end of the ride her one prevailing 
thought was the improbability of meeting her ac- 
quaintance that day. 
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In the silent heat of an afternoon that was 
unseasonably torrid, and seemed bent on elec- 
trical storms, regardless of the total absence of 
cloud, by some new sifting of ideas, and, per- 
haps, a burgeoning of instincts, it occurred to 
her that Moira, who held men in very proper 
and well-reasoned contempt, was not an alto- 
gether congenial confidant. 

In bucolic Ireland there is extant a primitive 
innocence than which nothing is more disconcert- 
ing to blooming romanticism. The startling 
naivete of an Irish country-bred maid in mat- 
ters relating to love fiinds no match in the 
world, except, perhaps, among those cultured 
Parisians who have acquired a sophisticated in- 
genuousness from a long succession of heartless 
wits. 

Therefore, though the whole townland, man 
and beast, seemed by tacit agreement to have 
retired for a siesta, with the sole exception of 
Moira, who was singing lustily in the scullery, 
Oracle, instead of whiling away the tedious hours 
in the maid's enlivening society, this day deliber- 
ately avoided the shady garden, and strolled into 
the garage to tease Jock Fadden. 

Jock's proposition was now more simple, and 
more fundamental. It was no longer a question 
of applying the motive power of an engine to a 
car; his problem was to imbue the motor itself 
with initial energy. To this end he had removed 
the engine, bed and all, from the car, and had 
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fitted it upon a kind of pedestal. It was at the 
shrine of this mechanical abstraction that Qracie 
discovered him, performing his silent^ perspir- 
ing ministrations by the light of a solitary sun- 
beam^ and the brown refulgence of a misshapen 
candle-end. 

"D'you know, Jock," she said, with grave con- 
cern, "you'll drive yourself dafter than y'are, if 
you keep tinkering at that thing all night and all 
day like this in the dark." 

"If I don't go daft," the youth replied, act- 
ing surliness, "it won't be for want of help— 
what with Moira and yureself making yure clever 
remarks, and yure father shutting the door on 
me in the heat for fear he'd hear the sound of a 
rasp.'^ 

"Well, you've had your fair whack out of it, 
anyway," Qracie commented. "You'd make a 
fortune as an expert if you went to Amer- 
ica." 

"Amerikie! Amerikie! That's the one song 
they din inter ye !" Jock mocked bitterly. *^o 
young fellah that's not a farm-hand is wanted 
in this country. It's true what old Sullivan 
says, it was bad luck for Ireland the day Colum- 
bus was born !" 

"Never mind them, Jock," the girl cried, smit- 
ing him gaily between the shoulders. "I'll make 
ye my chauffeur, and you'll have charge of the 
finest car money can buy — ^when I marry the 
young Yank down there in Churchtown." 
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"Faith, I wish ye'd hurry thin/' Jock gmm- 
bled. 

"I hadn't a chance," she complained. And 
though she was fooling, the ease with which she 
mimicked the grievance ought to have warned 
her how near t(^ earnest was her jest. "He's 
leaving Ireland to-morrow or the day after, and 
I don't suppose I'll ever see him again. J.t I 
met him only two or three times," she challenged, 
"or only once more, if 'twas at a dance, I'd make 
him fall in love with me — ^as easy as winkin'," 

Jock turned from the engine to make a critical 
estimate of his young mistress on this new basis 
of values. 

'TTe would so," he agreed, seriously. "Or if 
ye didn't the fellah 'd be a f ule, and not worth a 
tilt." 

Shifting the candle-end here and there until a 
smudge of light penetrated to the inner section 
with which he was grappling, he dropped to his 
knees, inserted a spanner, and began more pa- 
tient screwing and unscrewing. 

"I feel horribly fidgety and reckless to-day," 
Gracie confessed suddenly, apropos of nothing. 

This was not strictly accurate. A slight lan- 
guor, it is true, pervaded her, together with a 
certain thrilling of the arteries, tingling of 
nerves, and over-sensitiveness of skin, very light, 
very pleasurable, and adducible to the intense 
atmosphere. But so far as she was swayed by 
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physical sensations at all^ her inclination was 
rather to lie passive and receptive in the shade. 

Her real trouble was acute tedium. She was 
bored for lack of employment and distraction. 
Jock, from his long experience of her persuasive 
arts, was warned instinctively that her admis- 
sion of ennui was merely a rhetorical subterfuge, 
an exordium; and, as usual, he tried to render 
himself impervious to what was coming. 

"Do ye now!" he said, jeeringly. 

"Yes,'' she affirmed. "I feel I'd like to do 
something perfectly — ^mad !'^ 

The languid wriggling of her body that was 
supposed to emphasise her uncontrollable yearn- 
ing for excitement, was lost upon Jock, who 
kept his countenance resolutely buried in the 
machinery. 

"Tell me — ^was there ever a time ye were not 
feeling that way?" he asked unfeelingly. 

Gracie knew better than to argue with him. 
She ruled him by a judicious mixture of plead- 
ing, menace, and command. 

"Listen to the idea I have," she said. "It 
sounds silly, but I want you to come with me 
and help me with it. Will you?" 

"In the name of God !" cried Jock, rufMng his 
hair in his mental agony. "What's the use of 
asking me that till I know where it is, or what 
it is that sounds silly!" 

"All right! Ye needn't wail, ye looney!" 



54 A PAIR OF IDOLS 

Gracie chided. *T only want you to cycle with 
me down to Churchtown to-night, after dark 
— ^just to see." 

Jock allowed his body slowly to subside until 
it rested on his heels. His head was bowed with 
despair. 

"More night foolery!" he groaned. "Sure 
wasn't the fright ye had a month ago when ye 
ran into Mahaflfy's white goat that was lying 
in the road, and was nearly murdhered — ^wasn't 
that enough to cure ye !" 

"Mahaffy's goat is dead now, anyway," Gra- 
cie argued, making use of Jock's own peculiar 
logic of evasion. 

"There's more to be met besides goats," the 
youth objected. "There's Canon Twohey, or 
yure father himself. What's to happen to me if 
I'm caught gallivanting about the roads with 
you at midnight?" 

"There's a nice thing to say!" Gracie ex- 
claimed. "And how about me, if /'m caught gal- 
livanting about with yow — eh?" 

"It's all one whichever way ye luk at it," Jock 
said. "They'd be talking like rooks, and I'd get 
put out of me job." 

"We needn't start till ten or after," Gracie 
said, insidiously introducing the question of ways 
and means. "And we'd be back again before 
twelve." 

"Sure every soul will be in bed by that time," 
Jock protested plangently. "And we'll be like a 
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pair of f oxesy prowling round the lanes^ staring 
at dark houses!" 

"The Yanks won't, I bet ye," Qracie declared. 
"Townie folk are always late birds, and old 
McNulty would drink all night if he could find 
any one would stay up with him. I'm going to 
snooze now," she added. "It's too dead-and- 
alive to keep awake. Mind ! If I don't find you 
here when I come to-night, I'll turn Pap on 
ye. Be a dear, Jock," she said, altering her 
tone, and nudging the youth afiTectionately with 
the toe of her shoe, "and do as I want you. It's 
sure to be fun. All kinds of queer things may 
happen." 

"Ye're right there, begob!" Jock muttered 
dolefully. 

The evening wore itself out in the usual lei- 
surely, haphazard fashion. Gracie assisted the 
chauiBfeur to work the garden-hose — officiating, 
of course, at the nozzle — ^and afterwards sat 
under the wisteria in the porch, nursing Dikey, 
and listening to Mrs. Bresnin's memories, which 
belonged exclusively to girlhood, and were full 
of the sad charm of bygone dance-tunes. 

Near ten o'clock, Mr. Bresnin came home from 
the golf club rooms, and went into supper alone, 
his wife and daughter retiring to their rooms. 
The understanding that existed between all 
three was intimate, and very strange. They 
seemed to be anxious to abide by a tacit compact 
to do nothing to destroy a general safeguard of 
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illusion and self-deception. Bealities were never 
to be discussed, facts never to be faced — ^almost, 
it seemed, on the part of the two elders, out of 
mercy to one another. 

Gracie possessed a garment which it gave 
even more pleasure to wear than did the riding 
habit It was a costume of coarse blue serge, 
comprising a sailor smock, a short wide skirt, 
and, just visible, knickers to match. It was a 
relic of the English convent-school, where mascu- 
line sports had been much in vogue, and this 
costume had been obligatory wear for the greater 
part of each day. It went well with unshackled 
hair and gymnasium shoes, and it begot a free- 
dom of movement, a poise, and a view of life 
which accorded exactly with the needs of Gra- 
de's nature, corporal and spiritual. 

Slipping off her maidenly gown of lawn, she 
pulled herself into this suit of mischief, and 
straightway, as casually as one steps into bed, 
stepped out through the window. 

Her window, indeed, was at all times, save in 
her parents' view, an emergency exit, and by rea- 
son of a providential succession of flat-roofed 
outhouses the descent to the yard was perfectly 
safe and expeditious. Grade's final spring 
landed her at the very door of the garage, where, 
on an upturned tub sat Jock, near him a pair 
of bicycles, both belonging to Gracie, and both 
fairly serviceable. 
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^^An hoar late/' the youth remarked with sar- 
donic nonchalance. 

"I couldn't help it," the girl protested. "I 
had to wait till Papa was in, hadn't I?" 

"There's one good thing," Jock remarked, as 
they were wheeling the machines warily into the 
lane, "we're sure of the road to ourselves. And 
it's little you'll see of your Yank, either, unless 
ye're intending to stay out till he gets up in 
the morning!" 

Gracie giggled softly in reply, and stepping 
on to the pedals, took the long declivity free- 
wheel at a giddy speed. It was so dark and fra- 
grant and warm, it seemed to her as if she were 
cleaving a way through high drifts of black, 
feathery pollen. It was darker still where the 
road ran between groves of poplar and fir, and 
the terrestrial darkness was well matched by the 
curious blue-black of the sky, from which the 
scarce stars peered with a golden or a reddish 
fire. 

Jock had picked his way down the hill, and 
was consequently hundreds of yards behind. 
Gracie gave no further thought to him. He was 
indispensable as an escort, but that was all. It 
happened that the healthy Irish incapacity for 
implicit obedience was strongly marked in him, 
and so, to ensure his active support and loyal 
adherence, it was often necessary to supply him 
with reasons for the actions she forced upon him. 
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On the other hand she had discovered that al- 
most any kind of explanation would satisfy him, 
so long as it was of a practical order. 

For instance, little more than a week before, 
haying persuaded herself that she half -credited 
the elder SuUivan^s assurance that the "sidhe/' 
or fairies, were "hosting" that nighty she had 
lured Jock out, to spear, by the light of the mid- 
night moon, a highly supposititious salmon, 
which she declared she had seen in a stream that 
was inhabited, as she knew perfectly well, only 
by a harried community of the very smallest fry. 

Likewise on this occasion, wJben it was more 
than ever essential that her henchman should 
be prevented from blundering in upon the deli- 
cate fantasy she was weaving round herself, she 
had stooped to invent a spurious matrimonial 
design, which, comic as it was, she was sure 
would make instant appeal to his rustic soul. 

That she should dare thus crudely to raise the 
issue of marriage was sufficient proof of the in- 
nocence of her real purpose. It proved that mar- 
riage was not her concern. Indeed, in Grade's 
imaginings, the sole function of marriage was to 
wind up the tale when she had tired of it — 
the one and only legitimate use of marriage, ac- 
cording to the canons of true romance. To her 
the idea of marriage paired off with the conven- 
tional nursery-book phrase, "and lived happily 
ever after." Marriage, in short, was beyond 
her scope. 
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Romance, on the other hand, she was well 
versed in, though, with the devastating realism 
of her race, she was under no illusions as to 
its existence in fact Romance, in her view, 
never "happened." You had to "make it up." 
It was a glamour you yourself cast, in solitude, 
around everyday occurrences and commonplace 
people. 

Stephen, for instance, was all but perfect ma- 
terial to work upon. Never had she met anyone 
who was so easily transmutable into lore. Al- 
ready she was playing Deirdre to his Naisi in 
the perfect legend of old Emain, and her rich 
fancy needed only one further glimpse of him — 
for preference when he was alone, riding, or 
shooting, or even sleeping — ^in order to fix him 
for evermore in the bright robes of that incom- 
parable hero. 

Surpassing even the known contumacy of 
things, she surprised him at billiards. On ar- 
riving at Old Turret, McNulty's leafy strong- 
hold on the outskirts of Churchtown, their 
eyes were dazzled by the oblong of light, sten- 
cilled with foliage, that filled the conservatory- 
like casement of the billiard-room, and far into 
the night resounded the clean clicking of ivory 
balls. The marauders dismounted in silence. 

"There y'are !" whispered Oracle, oblivious of 
romance in the presence of exciting reality. "I 
told ye!" 

^Well, they're up whin they'd be betther in 
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bed/' said Jock. *^ow what good's it to ye?'' 

"Come on! We'll spy on 'em," she sibilated, 
skipping with eagerness. "Leave the bikes here 
by the ditch, and we'll come under the window 
and listen." 

"Don't blame me if ye hear what isn't fit to 
hear — that's all !" Jock said, not warning her, for 
that were useless, but acquitting himself. 

Oracle led the way through the laurels, en- 
joying every step she took, until they came to a 
point on the edge of the lawn from which the 
billiard-room was exposed to their gaze as com- 
pletely as a scene upon a stage. 

It was an annexe, with French windows open- 
ing on a verandah, which formed a low balcony, 
jutting out not more than four feet from the 
ground. The windows were thrown back, and 
the whole place was evenly illumined by the bril- 
liant green reflection from the baize, and the 
glow around and above the range of green-shaded 
lamps. 

McNulty's portly person was enthroned on a 
high leather bench at the farther end — ^facially, 
and in build and deportment, a rubicund walrus. 
At regular intervals his left hand raised an im- 
mense tumbler to his lips, which would bulge as 
he flooded his palate with the liquid, causing his 
grey moustache to bristle. Then his right arm, 
with semi-paralysed, flapper-like motion, would 
ply his cigar, and ever and anon he gave utter- 
ance, booming from vocal chords relaxed by too 
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much oU beyond hope of any but the one vibrant 
gntteral tone. 

At the table^ immediately nnder the concen- 
trated glare, bent the finely-monlded head of 
Arnold Pegwynn, his carefully waved hair ap- 
pearing whiter, his clean-cut features pinker, in 
the artificial light than formerly in the sun- 
shine. 

Less strongly defined, but still quite visible, 
was his son and counterpart, his face and head 
a replica of his sire's, save that his hair was 
straw-coloured, his complexion an increased tan, 
and his eyes and mouth were free from the puck- 
ers of age. 

A cue in place of a spear, the trim black and 
white of evening-dress instead of steel and fiow- 
ing saflfron, nevertheless Stephen, even if he could 
not rank exactly as a substitute for the legendary 
prince, was obviously an excellent lay figure 
for fancy to drape. 

There is nothing more teasing than to be 
within hearing of human voices, and yet too far 
off to distinguish words. The general circum- 
stances admitted no question of dishonour in 
such eaves-dropping, and, quite without reflec- 
tion, Gracie dropped to all fours, and crept sinu- 
ously across the grass, until she came under the 
shadow of the verandah. 

Jock followed, under vehement, though whis- 
pered, protest, supplemented by at least one at- 
tempt at forcible restraint Qracie, however, 
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was not to be held^ and throwing off his hand, 
she menaced him with fierce gesticulation^ and 
went on. 

She was now well within range of the conveiv 
sation, but no better off, because the scene was 
hidden from her. Beaching the lowest of the 
steps leading to the verandah^ she seated her- 
self upon it; thence shifted to the second, and 
from that to the third. 

Jock, after sizzing at her like an enraged gan- 
der in a final vain attempt to withhold her, took 
cover underneath the structure, and submitted 
himself to destiny. 

Two more steps, fashioned of solid oak that 
would not have creaked if you had danced upon 
it, and her eyes were on a level with the floor, 
and to all intents and purposes she was in the 
room. 

Arnold Pegwynn made the stroke, misH!ued, 
and imprecated urbanely. 

"You have an excellent selection of cues, Mr. 
McNulty,'' he said, "but with the single excep- 
tion of the one my son has impounded, they are 
all very imperfectly tipped. I^d like to have a 
quiet talk with the person who is responsible for 
the upkeep of this particular cue.*' 

"I know nothing about it," McNulty said. "I 
never play, and I wouldn't have a table at all 
but that I'd be left alone here at nights if there 
wasn't one. Billiards, in my opinion, spoil talk 
— ^though for that matter the talk to be had in 
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these parts would be no great loss if it ceased 
entirely.'* 

^^I stand rebuked/' broke ont afresh, in strong 
contrast with McNulty's rumble, the clarion 
voice of the American advocate. "Do you hear« 
Stephen? We have been neglecting our host. 
Put up your cue, boy. Tour confounded accur- 
acy annoys me. Let us take our goblets out on 
the balcony, and perhaps the local deities will 
bless our conversational efforts, and compose 
of our disjointed notions a symposium worthy of 
our eloquent host." 

So speaking he drove his son from the table 
in the middle of a break, and using genial com- 
pulsion herded him and McNulty out on to the 
verandah. 

Taken completely by surprise, Gracie had 
only just time to squirm down a couple of steps, 
and huddle herself into an inconspicuous bundle 
at the side of the stairs that was in deeper 
shadow. Then Stephen, stepping in time to a 
lay he was humming, appeared in full view on 
her right, and cold and paralysed with appre- 
hension, she lay motionless. 

"Mr. McNulty, you preside," continued Ar- 
nold Pegwynn, who was out of her sight though 
his feet were within a yard of her ears. "Take 
the central chair, therefore. Now " 

A general creaking of cane chairs followed, 
and the suggestive tinkle of glasses. Out of 
very terror Oracle ventured to turn her head 
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an inch or two, so as to be able to confirm with 
her eyes her worst suspicions of the dire peril 
in which she lay. 

The short flight of stairs cut like a hatchway 
into the deck of the verandah, and at the top of 
it McNulty had his seat, so close that the soles 
of his shoes protruded oyer the topmost stair. 
But he was lying very far back in his chair, and 
no other part of him was in sight, so trusting to 
the known obtuseness of his senses, Gracie felt 
comparatively secure from detection from his 
quarter. 

Outflanking her, however, and in still greater 
proximity, was the elder American. Him she 
could not see, her head being buried in a corner 
immediately below his chair, and for that reason 
he caused her the most acute discomfort — es- 
pecially as regards her feet, which writhed when 
sometimes he leant forward to propound a view, 
and she felt positive, judging by the direction 
of his voice, that his eyes were fixed upon her 
muddy linen plimsolls. 

But her most grievous anxiety was centred in 
Stephen, whose chair was drawn well forward in 
the other wing, and who, had it not been for the 
deep shadow in which she lay, intensified, per- 
haps, to his eyes by the reflection from the room 
beyond, which fell full upon him, must have 
commanded a full view of her quaking figure 
every time he lowered his eyes. 

It was upon him that she brought to bear the 
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one eye that was able to peer through the en- 
tanglement of her hair, and trepidation served 
instead of a tenderer interest to fix his linea- 
ments forever in her brain. Certainly it was 
not sentiment that beamed upon him from her 
affrighted eye, while in her mind there was noth- 
ing but harrowing previsions of shame and pub- 
lic ridicule. 

"As regards conformation and coloration," 
Arnold Pegwynn was saying — Qracie had some- 
how missed the opening of the new conversa- 
tion — "the country has a beauty of its own, I'll 
admit. But it is a weird, almost, I might say, 
an unwholesome beauty. At this very moment 
I am conscious of a pervading stagnancy. And 
when I went out before breakfast this morning 
I felt like a mariner becalmed in a mirage. I 
find something sinister, something malignant, in 
the atmosphere and aspect of the countryside. 
It seems to me like a country under a spell, like 
a country accursed." 

"It's the damned Sinn Feiners," growled Mc- 
Nulty, quaking with laughter then, and off and 
on thereafter, at the witticism. 

"I know what you mean," said the American 
advocate, "but, if I may say so, the inference is 
a shallow one. Politics have never yet changed 
the face of a country. What I mean is, it's im- 
possible for any human being to feel at home in 
Ireland — especially in the evening. In Eng- 
land, where I once spent some months, you may 
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wander out into the lanes, or to the top of a hill, 
and — er — you're somewhere all the time. But 
I'm blest if you're ever anywhere in Ireland! 
Ton can't see things. You don't look at things. 
Ton don't want to look. Your attention dif- 
fuses. You grow vague in yourself. Your sense 
of personality is weakened. And it is not 
beauty that has this effect. I do not, as I said 
before, find Ireland beautiful just in that way." 

"The trip has improved you, Dad," Stephen 
remarked. "You have become quite a mystic." 

"Ireland is like India," said McNulty, part of 
the statement being made in the process of de- 
glutition. "Anyone who has lived and worked 
in India, as I have, will tell you the same. The 
native Irish are Hindoos. In the great Aryan 
migration they somehow got straight here from 
the Himalayas by boat, without crossing 
Europe, and they have no European strain in 
them. That may not be orthodox ethnology, 
but it's mine. As a consequence you can't hope 
to effect any permanent alteration in an Irish- 
man. You can drill him, but you can't civilise 
him. It's the same with Hindoos." 

"I wasn't talking so much about the Irish 
people," Arnold Pegwynn responded, sticking 
professionally to his point. "I was thinking 
rather of the country. There's nothing radi- 
cally wrong with the Irish themselves. We've 
got more of 'em in the States than you have here, 
and we're thoroughly conversant with the 
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species. Anyway, although I can't exactly 
agree with you, I find yours a very interesting 
argument. Still, it's not the sort of idea would 
help a man on the hustings in these parts, I take 
it. Seriously, there's something in my own con- 
tention. There's a graveyard reek about this 
land. Its civilisation is old, yet it has practi- 
cally no history. Its antiquities are like the 
tombstones of forgotten dead. It has no relics. 
It has only got remains. Why, man, we've got 
more real live relics in America than you have 
here in Ireland!" 

"Relics, is it?" growled McNulty. "I never 
knew we were short of relics." 

The ex-commissioner's tone was decidedly less 
affable. Oracle understood. Irishmen of the 
class to which McNulty belonged delight to dis- 
parage Ireland themselves, but have a strong 
aversion to alien derogation, which seems to 
transcend all proper distinctions of caste. 

^Well, you know what I mean," Arnold Peg- 
wynn explained. "By relics I mean authentic 
objects that carry definite history." 

"Ah, that's it!" McNulty ejaculated, and it 
was curious to note how, as it were, he put on 
the Irishman. "We don't trouble much about 
history. The English have written all that for 
us, and small justice they've done us, you may 
be sure, bad luck to them !" 

"That may be," murmured Arnold Pegwynn, 
drumming with his fingers in his perturbation 
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and puzzlement at this change of front. '^That 
may be. Still, if you had held on to tradition 
and the correct interpretation of your antiqui- 
tieig — — I must say I'm disappointed in your 
antiquities. I was recommended to these parts 
as a locality of pe-culiar interest. And you 
have got a round tower^ some grottoes, and a 
cromlech, and there's Penn's house at Shana- 
garry right enough. But on inquiry what do I 
find? The people here know nothing about 
them. I've collected seven diflferent tales of the 
Jack-and-the-Beanstalk brand about that round 
tower. The cromlech, they tell me, is the tomb 
of a giant, named, as far as I can make it out, 
Finn, — ^a sort of prehistoric first-base." 

"Hurler, man, hurler," grunted McNulty. 
"We don't play rounders in Ireland I" 

"Have it a hurler if you like," said the ad- 
vocate. "Then nothing is remembered locally 
about the caves, beyond Fenian associations, 
which don't take you back more than fifty years, 
and are not trustworthy at that. As to Penn's 
house — ^the current ignorance is gross. Nobody 
appears to be able to distinguish William Penn 
from Sir Walter Ealeigh. In the Dublin region 
every blessed ruin, whether it's the result of a 
Land League eviction or a bygone bog-slide, is 
referred to Cromwell. Hereabouts you are ob- 
sessed with the ghost of Raleigh. It reveals a 
pitiful want of originality and intelligence. It's 
disappointing." 
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"Oh, be damned to your puins!" McNulty 
growled. *What do you think of the girls? 
Eh, me boy?" 

A woeful creaking of wicker-work, and Ste- 
phen's awakening from pensiyeness proved to 
Gracie that the host had turned to his younger 
guest. 

"How do you find the colleens? Are they up 
to the mark of the Cook's Tours placards? 
Eh?" 

"They're fascinating all right," Stephen re- 
plied, preparing another cigar with a patent ap- 
pliance. "Though it is a bit of an intellectual 
ef-f ort to keep pace with their perpetual repartee. 
Still I like 'em. It's a wonder to me that 
you've been able to remain so long in single 
blessedness." 

"I agree with you there," his irrepressible 
father intervened to declare. "The women are 
first-rate. A trifle over-conscious of their sex 
perhaps, as chaste women always are. But you 
can't have it both ways. For instance, that 
little creature who tried to ram us the day be- 
fore yesterday, Stephen — ^what?" 

"Yes. She was jolly enough," Stephen said. 
"Say, McNulty, I suppose you know the Bres- 
nins — ^the Bresnins of Cloyne?" 

Cramp was torturing Grade's right calf, and 
her left leg had gone entirely to sleep. Her 
neck had stiffened so that it creaked if she 
moved it, and the edge of the step was scoring 
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an indelible weal in her soft cheek. Yet all 
these palns^ and even the awful insecurity of her 
position were forgotten at these words, and had 
she been free to escape, she would have elected 
to remain. 

"I know Maurice Bresnin, a loafing rebel who 
lives in Cloyne — ^if it's him you mean/' McNulty 
replied, and Grade's sides heaved with a con- 
vulsion of mirth and indignation in equal quan- 
tities. "That's just the way these folk talk of 
themselves — ^as if they were the nucleus of the 
country. The Bresnins of Cloyne !" 

"Ah-ha, Stephen!'' cried Arnold Pegwynn, 
jovially. "We've struck a vendetta!" 

"Vendetta be damned I" McNulty said. "He's 
not worth powder and shot. I'll tell you the 
kind of wastrel he is. His land was bought 
from under him under the Wyndham Act. He 
ran through what he made out of it in a couple 
of years, and there he is now, playing the coun- 
try gentleman on a handful of three-per-cents, 
his wife brought him. A traitorous Molly Mac- 
Guire — thafs your Bresnin of Cloyne!" 

"Gee! McNulty," Arnold Pegwynn mur- 
mured, "How did your invective come to ac- 
quire that Congress polish?" 

"D'ye know the man?" McNulty demanded. 

"Not exactly," Stephen made reply. "But 
we enjoy the intimate acquaintance of his 
daughter." 

"Let me give you a word of advice, me boy," 
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McNulty said, with solemnity. "Don't medr 
die with the girls of this county. If Cork is, any 
sort of a graveyard at all, it's the graveyard of 
Gay Lotharios. The girls here have tricks up 
their sleeves that you've never heard about. 
I've seen women at work in hill-stations in 
India, where competition is keen, and time 
short. But tough fellows who have run the 
gauntlet of Simla for a generation fall to pieces; 
here in a hunting season. Ask the military. 
When a new regiment is drafted to the barracks 
in the city, weddings jostle one another at the 
altars. And if the Army of Occupation can't es- 
cape the snare, what hope is there for you, me 
white-haired boy!" 

"White haired — ^I'm going in," said Arnold 
Pegwynn. "It's growing damp, and you're be- 
coming personal. Yes, mix me one more, you 
poor misogamist " 

They had all arisen, and were filing into the 
billiard-room. 

"Same as the last — ^not perhaps quite such a 
high explosive — and then I'm off to roost." 

"You'll stay another week with me, you two?'^ 
Gracie heard McNulty urge, after some general 
banter. 

"Two days only," Arnold Pegwynn answered, 
his tone conveying the humorous pretence that 
he believed his presence was a boon. "I came 
here for antiquities, and all you can offer me is 
fresh fish !" 
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Then the French windows were closed, and 
the curtains drawn, and darkness in a soUd cone 
filled up the last funnel of lamplight. Gracie 
with her hands straightened out the joints of 
her knees, one at a time, rubbed her neck, 
smoothed out her cheek, and shivered audibly. 

"Jock!" she called. * Where are ye?" 

In response the chauflfeur crept from under 
the verandah, and he likewise proceeded to chafe 
various numbed portions of his anatomy. 

"My God !" he moaned. "I have rheumatism 
soaked into me bones now to last me for the rest 
of me life !" 

"Did ye hear what they said?" Gracie whis- 
pered, fiercely. 

"I heard because I couldn't help but hear," 
Jock replied, bitterly. "It was not for choice 
I was lying there on damp dead leaves, listen- 
ing to dhrunk men discoursing at midnight." 

"Then ye heard what McNulty said about 
Papa," the girl said. "The ould fox! I'd give 
my eyes to play him up somehow for that." 

Together they staggered, stiff, sore and sleepy, 
through the bushes to the ditch where their bicy- 
cles lay. The same thought of vengeance must 
have boiled in Grade's brain all the way, for 
just as they were mounting she cried out— 

"And I jolly weU wiU, too!" 



CHAPTER IV 

THB OOD OF SMILBS 

GRAGIE slept hardly at all. Her weary 
limbs lay relaxed and motionless, and 
her eyes were shut fast and her breathing was 
regular, save for occasional sighs. But through- 
out the remnants of that night a wan wraith of 
consciousness wandered through the dormitories 
of her brain, carrying a lamp, and in every cubi- 
cle at which it paused there was commotion and 
complaint, and drowsy argument. The condi- 
tion had its queer pleasure — ^it was like those 
delicious dozes she used to snatch after the re- 
veille-bell, at school — ^yet she was glad when a 
furious mass-meeting of finches on her window- 
fidll put an end to it, and it being then seven 
o'clock, she immediately rolled out of bed. 

How ill she had slept her glass proved to her 
by its reflection of a face, not exactly pale, but 
much more delicately tinted than usual, with 
eyes that were never to be termed dull, but were 
certainly grown larger and less vivacious. 

Furthermore, this new, strange lassitude 
which, like the caressing of loving hands, sub- 
dued and weakened her muscles, seemed now to 

73 
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have invaded her will as well as her frame, so 
much so that her decision to dispense with her 
morning ride cost her not an instant's hesita- 
tion ; and when that final stage of her toilet was 
reached, instead of the riding habit, she donned 
a cool shantung frock, a species of belted over- 
all. 

Jock expressed no comment on seeing her thus 
garbed, though a momentary and involuntary 
stare betrayed a process of silent diagnosis. 

"I feel beastly this morning,'' Gracie said, 
wrinkling her nose. "I believe I must have 
caught cold last night." 

"Ye look as though ye'd caught something," 
the youth agreed, drily. 

"It was great sport, wasn't it?" she said, with 
soulless enthusiasm. 

*Was ut?" Jock returned the simple question, 
without committing himself. 

"I'm sorry the Yanks are leaving so soon," 
Gracie angled, after some time. "I meant to 
make great game of 'em." 

Jock merely breathed hard on the metal work 
of the harness he was cleaning, and rubbed in- 
dustriously. 

'We've got to-day and to-morrow, anyway," 
the girl continued. "I wonder what we could 
do." 

"I meant to tell you," the chauffeur remarked, 
leisurely. "The young fellah passed this way 
an hour since." 
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"Oh why wasn't I up !" Grade cried, dancing 
in the normal elastic manner, ^^as he walk- 
ing or driving? Has he come back yet?'' 

"Be the look of him, with his coat an' his lug- 
gage, he was for catching a thrain at Midleton/' 
Jock said. "McNulty's man was in the car, and 
'twas him brought it back a while ago, alone." 

"So he's gone!" she murmured, almost in- 
audibly. 

She did not appear to be afSicted sentiment- 
ally. Bather, she was grievously disappointed. 
A zest, a spice, had gone suddenly out of her day. 
She had lost her romantic point d'appui, and 
the chances of "fun" and excitement were di- 
minished. The more mystical effects of the 
news that Jock discerned were subconscious in 
her, and to Gracie, least introspective of mor- 
tals, the sub-conscious did not exist. 

"Did you see him pass, yourself?" she asked. 

"I did." 

"Did he stop at all? Or look?" 

"He looked, surely," Jock replied. "But not 
more on this side than on that." 

"He may come back to pick up his dad," 
Gracie ventured the hope. 

"He might," said Jock, ruthlessly. "An' it's 
just as likely the ould man'U follow him." 

"His dad may stay the week, as McNulty 
asked him," she said, clutching at straws. 

"He wud, I've no doubt at all," Jock sneered, 
"if he cud find the anti-queeties he's pinin' for !" 
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"Couldn't we — couldn't we, Jock?" 

Oracle, nursing one of her knees, was gazing 
reflectively at a white, self-composed hen that 
had come in to peck around the spot where Jock 
had mixed Nell's feed. 

"Couldn't we what?" her squire queried, able 
to mask his anxiety, but not strong enough to 
remain in suspense. 

"Couldn't we make him some?" 

"Some whatr 

"Some antee-quities, of course." 

"Two days isn't a great deal of time to make 
even one anti-queety, let alone some," Jock ob- 
jected, much relieved to find the scheme so ob- 
viously impracticable. 

"I mean," said Oracle, less absent-mindedly, 
"isn't there somewhere we could get an antee- 
quity, or something that looks like one, and set 
it so 's ould Pegwynn would find it? It might 
start him excavating, like the Gterman did at 
McCarthy's Bath till the police stopped him. 
And we'd have the laugh over ould McNully, 
too— the nasty ould beast !" 

"Get hoult of the anti-queety," said Jock, "an' 
it's aisy to set it." 

"Papa has an ould sword-handle somewhere," 
the girl pondered with knitted brows. "But 
you'd tread on it in the road without seeing it. 
Daddy Maher has lots, but they're not Irish. 
They're Indian." 
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'^All the better/^ the youth said. <^Sure wasn't 
McNulty saying we're Indians?" 

^^Daddy Maher thinks worlds of 'em/' she re- 
flectedy ^^and I don't suppose for a minyut he'd 
lend one — even to me, I might borrow one 
without his knowing, though," 

Jock, scenting no personal risk in the plot as 
so far evolved, showed signs of incipient enthu- 
siasm. He stuck out a leg at right angles to his 
trunk, and guffawed convulsively — ^but only 
once, recovering diplomatic gravi^ at almost 
the same instant. 

"There's no harm in trying," he ranarked. 
"But ye!ll have to be quick." 

"Ill go now," Gracie said, already on her way. 

The roof of "Dagonrhu," Mr. Justin Maher's 
little red villa, could be seen from the end of the 
lane, and because, approaching the place from 
Cloyne Lodge, you arrived first at its garden 
gate, Gracie used that entrance and no other on 
her frequent visits. 

As to the kind of a place it was, since all gar- 
dens have the same features in common, it fol- 
lows that no satisfactory picture can be conjured 
up by a bare enumeration of details. A perfect 
garden, like complete human beings, and other 
works of art, possesses personality — a, unity, a 
tone, a blending harmony that can only make 
its appeal to the understanding directly, by a 
concerted assault upon all the faculties at once. 
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Mr. Justin Maher's garden was an achievement 
of this order. Without ostentation^ and at no 
great expense^ it displayed style. 

A tall stone wall that took kindly to all pos- 
sible tints of lichen and weather, sheltered it 
from the public lane, to which the narrow pos- 
tern gate gave entrance near the lower end. 
On the other side it was bounded by a hedge of 
lilac and, next the house, a high trellis of Irish 
ivy, which screened from view the kitchen gar- 
den and outhouses. 

Down the middle stood a single file of apple 
trees, and on either flank arcades of roses, which 
converged upon an arbour under the end wall. 
Like sentinels before the French windows were 
stationed a pair of gnarled laburnums, the inter- 
locked branches, in addition to their transient 
burden of liquid gold, being weighed down with 
festoons of clematis and honeysuckle. 

Dotted here and there symmetrically were 
half a dozen small exotic trees and shrubs, an 
experiment in arboriculture that was the bane 
of the firm of Sullivan, father and son — ^itiner- 
ant gardeners whose itinerary never stretched 
very far from the grounds of this one client. 
Otherwise, all about and in between were banks 
and beds of flowers, separated by paths of trim- 
mest lawn. 

The pavilion mentioned was a small structure 
modelled on a sketch Mr. Maher had made in 
Burma of a shed that housed a famous temple 
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belly and it possessed a quaintly Irish version 
of a pagoda roof. Boses here^ too^ climbed all 
around, and the olive-green foliage of a pair of 
stunted firs admirably set off the pale teak tim- 
ber, and the red of the tiles. 

The gate of clamped oak, which might have 
been brought from some ancient crypt, was well 
oiled and truly hung, and Oracle lUted the latch 
so craftily, she was able to admit herself and 
hide behind a bank of roses without disturbing 
the dozings or meditations of a man clad in 
white, who reclined upon a bamboo sofa in the 
shadow of the pavilion. Mr. Maher's face was 
turned towards the gate, but his head was 
bowed, and his eyes were closed. Yet the atti- 
tude of the hand that lay upon an open book on 
his knee did not suggest slumber, and the girl, 
who knew his habits and peculiarities better 
than she knew her own, advanced upon him with 
the utmost caution. 

A detour gave her the shelter of a bush a few 
feet only from his elbow, and crouching there 
she commenced to mew piteously in exact imita- 
tion of a distraught kitten. Justin Maher sat 
up like clockwork, and his lips moved in rapid 
soundless soliloquy. 

A spare, upright, elastic man of middle height, 
he could only have been a few years short of 
seventy, though he bore no signs of senility, and 
seemed more in peril of desiccation than decay. 
His hair, a dingy mixture of copper and grey. 
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was shorn to the very scalp of his large, glob- 
ular heady and the loose, honey-coloured skin of 
his face and neck was cross-hatched with a thou- 
sand delicate wrinkles that supplied no clue or 
index to age, though many to character. 

The nostrils of his short, slightly-flattened 
nose were curiously distended, and the thin, 
crinkled lips of his wide mouth were of a 
scorched hue. The sockets of his eyes, too, 
seemed to have been burnt into his countenance 
with a red-hot poker, and were so closely puck- 
ered, nothing could be seen of his eyeballs but 
the black pupils, and they were luminous with a 
kind of acute dreaminess. 

So far as outward shell was concerned, he was 
the aged Irish peasant typified, but with him 
certain strong qualities of intellect and will, 
and the reflex of a wide and profound experi- 
ence and diverse activities and responsibilities 
among strange peoples had transfigured the 
common mould beyond recognition. 

"Jinny,*' he called, exactly as a priest would 
chant oremus at High Mass. "Jinny." 

The soft, bassoon voice was caught and 
smothered by the walls of bloom, and its quiet 
echo was lost in the murmur of bumble-bees. 
Gracie bent her extraordinarily flexible spine 
and neck until her face was hidden in the valley 
of shantung between her knees, and with a most 
deceiving effect of distance, the thin mewing 
broke out afresh. Justin Maher's countenance 
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remained imperturbable^ but it was clear he was 
being sorely tried. 

"Jinny," he called, more sonorously. "There's 
a cat somewhere in the garden. Jinny.*' 

As was usually the case, on account of her 
partial deafness. Jinny was not within call. 
Oracle waited a little while, and started again. 
But laughter was upon her, and the ventrilo- 
quial kitten spluttered unrealistically. Mr. 
Maher dropped back among his cool, plaited- 
straw cushions, and himself laughed quietly. 

"Come out of that, you — scamp!" he said. 
^Tou've startled my flowers to death by your 
caterwauling. Come out, and bid me good- 
morning as a well-behaved young lady should." 

Oracle lagged into yiew from behind the bush 
in the pose of a chidden schoolgirl, a finger be- 
tween her teeth, and her shoulders shrugging 
sulkily. Suddenly she swooped down upon the 
old man, kissed him lightly on the cheek, and 
danced a circuit of his couch, singing ^TLa-la" 
to any bit of tune that came into her head, and 
snapping her fingers for castanets. At the end 
of the performance she seated herself at his 
feet, and gazed sadly and whimsically upon 
him. 

^^Thafs me!" she said. 

"No, it's the time of year," the old man re- 
plied. *Well, well! On the whole I would 
rather be unhappy your way than contented 
mine." 



82 A PAIR OF IDOLS 

^TBut I'm not unhappy," she denied vehe- 
mently. *^Do I act as if I were?" 

"When a girl with sad eyes comes to yon danc- 
ing at eight o'clock on a May morning — yon may 
be sure that girl is unhappy/' Justin Maher 
reasoned. "True she will probably dote upon 
her pain!" 

"You're talking an awful lot of twaddle, dad- 
dy," she told him, earnestly. "If you'll excuse 
my saying so — ^as — the Americans say." 

Whereupon, unaccountably, a wave of bash- 
fulness swept over her, and, to hide her blushes, 
which, one starting out of shame for another, 
were spreading and deepening alarmingly, she 
threw herself down on her side, pillowing her 
head upon Mr. Maher's knees, who was thus left 
only with a view of the wavy locks on the crown 
of her head. 

Upon these curls his right hand pressed gen- 
tly; his left, which rested upon the ivory knob 
of a thick, lemon-coloured cane, was captured by 
Grade's restless brown fingers. Thus they re- 
mained in silence for several minutes ere the 
girl opened her confession. 

"Isn't it queer," she said then, "when you 
can't stop thinking about someone who— isn't 
thinking of you at all!" 

"Very queer," the old man agreed. 

"And horr-ribly silly, too, isn't it?" The sup- 
ple hands were busily tugging at the bony fist 
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that gripped the cane knob. '^That's if you 
don't really want them to think about yon." 

Justin Maher was as mute and impassive as 
a wooden image. 

"Because — ^what's the use?'' 

There was much less calculating utilitarian- 
ism in the query than plaintiye fatalism. 

**Very little use indeed," murmured Justin 
Maher. 

"Then why does it happen like that?" 

*T['m sure I can't tell you." 

Interlude, during which she captures the 
lemon-coloured cane. Then: 

"Tell me — ^is that the way people begin to 
fall in love?" 

"I have heard so," Mr. Maher replied. 
"Though I believe myself that most of the think- 
ing is done afterwards." 

"How do you mean?" 

"Don't bother me with any more of your ques- 
tions," he said. "Tell me what it's all about." 

"It's only nonsense," Gracie said. "I met an 
American the other day, and he teases me. I 
don't care a hang about him really. I wish he'd 
go away. He is going away. In fact he's 
goneF^ 

Mr. Maher uttered some kind of double-noted 
grunt of grievance through his nose, and made 
pretence to thrust her head away from him. 

"So this is why I have been deserted these 
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last two days," he exclaimed. "Get away from 
me! Get out of my garden — ^traitress!" 

Grade's head resisted vigorously until it was 
back again in its rest, and after that she spent 
some moments tittering at her own fancies. 

"It would have been fun, wouldn't it?" she 
said. 

"I've no doubt — ^if only I knew what you're 
talking about." 

**Why, to marry a rich American before any- 
body suspected it. Can't you imagine the glori- 
ous time I'd have !" 

"What a mercenary baby it is !" the old man 
gasped. "Gracie Bresnin, from this day out I 
wash my hands of you. I'll be your confessor 
no more. As for your rich American — I'll put 
the police on his track. I'll go and see Ser- 
geant Martin about it this very morning. Who 
is he? Where does he come from?" 

"He's gone now, I tell you," the girl protested. 
"He and his father, the funny lawyer, were stay- 
ing with ould McNulty in Churchtown. The 
father's there still." 

"Ha! I knew it!" muttered Justin Maher. 
**What decent man was ever known to consort 
with that old scoundrel! His name?" 

"Stephen is the boy's name," Gracie mur- 
mured. "The father is Arnold Pegwynn. Papa 
knows of him." 

"Arnold Pegwynn! And a lawyer, you say? 
Then he is the notorious Trusts' attorney!" 
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cried Justin Maher, sitting np straight, and 
causing his prot6gte to do likewise. '^Big 
game^ this, for an untried country lass! And 
your father knows of yojir philanderings, does 
he, ehr 

"There hasn't been* any philanderings," Gracie 
mocked back at him, with a heartrending dis- 
tortion of countenance. "If you're going to 
say nasty things like that, I'm going away." 

"You told me yourself he was teasing you," 
the old man pleaded humbly in excuse. 

"I didn't, I didn't, I didn't," the girl answered 
him shrilly. "I said I teased myself. And he's 
gone now, and good riddance. And good rid- 
dance to yon! Here, take your old stick. I 
didn't come here to see you at all. I came to 
borrow a book. I'm going to get one now, and 
I won't come to see you for days and days." 

She marched off, stamping the soft lawn, but 
doing little damage, thanks to her plimsoU 
shoes. And since fifty per cent, of their Ute-Or 
tetes ended in such pseudo-quarrelings, Justin 
Maher was quite unmoved, and his sigh a very 
placid one. 

"I will have to keep a better watch on you, 
my pretty," he murmured, resuming his book, 
"since your parelits won't, or can't. Lord! 
She's all but a woman !" 

For her part, Gracie was not the least bit 
angry or hurt. Her outbreak of ill-humour was 
merely a drastic subterfuge, under cover of 
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which she was enabled to break away^ without 
other excuse, and at a very opportune moment, 
in quest of suitable antiquities. It also gave 
her the option of taking French leave by the 
handiest exit should the character of the article 
to be appropriated render that course necessary. 

Notwithstanding disclosures of apparent art- 
fulness like this, it would never do to conclude 
that Oracle was in any mean sense cunning. 
If the distinction may be made, her shifts and 
ruses were the outcome of wit rather than craft. 
Her guiles and stratagems were so swiftly con- 
ceived and so impulsively carried out, they 
never had time to warp or disfigure, or effect 
any abiding influence upon her nature. 

However that may be, once out of sight of 
Mr. Maher she dropped the ill-temper, and 
tripped along gaily on her toes. She recovered 
so completely that she was whistling like a 
throstle as she stooped under the clusters of 
laburnum, and set foot in an apartment which 
called forth no ejaculation of amazement only 
because of its long familiarity; it was so pe- 
culiar. 

Quite a large room, as rooms in villas go, it 
was carpeted throughout with thick matting the 
colour of an Indian road, the drab surface only 
relieved in the exact centre by a small Mahom- 
medan praying-rug. Nearer the French win- 
dows stood the table, a three-inch thick disc of 
polished teak, cut horizontally from the heart 
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of the tree^ the concentric rings being defined 
with inlaid silver and ivory. It rested upon 
elephant's feet carved in wood^ a few inches high 
only, but the whole had been raised on an oak 
frame to suit an alien posture, and the chair be- 
hind it was prosaic and comfortable. 

Three chests, two of lacquer, one of carved 
cedar, occupied the spaces round the wainscot- 
ing left vacant by two large cabinets that housed 
behind dusty glass a collection of china and 
other objects of Oriental art not eaqr to distin- 
guish in the gloom of the deep shelves, and a 
broad bookcase, in some of the sections of which 
was a refreshing display of new gilt and pretty 
bindings in latter-day styles. 

Filling the most obscure corner, facing you as 
you sat at the table looking out into the garden, 
was a representation of the Buddha in the famil- 
iar contemplative attitude. The image, a 
finely-finished work in gilt bronze, about four 
spans tall, sat upon a squat stone pedestal, and 
behind it was reared on plaster supports the 
remnants of its ancient niche. The gilt was 
worn from all exposed surfaces, but enough re- 
mained to catch stray beams of light and throw 
into contrast the streaks of livid discoloration 
of the bronze. 

The only other piece in the room, not reckon- 
ing a lacquer screen, was a low settee of drab 
cord upholstery, and indeed, especially at sun- 
set, when the curious blinds of beads and nar- 
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row laths were not yet drawn, and an equal, 
tranquil light flooded in unchecked through the 
broad expanse of glass, the place very much re- 
sembled a prosperous Oriental oratory, and 
Jinny would never set foot in it without cross- 
ing herself. 

The cabinets were locked. So were the two 
lacquer chests. Grade's only hope lay in the 
cedar press, which had no locks, the close car- 
pentry and dead weight of the lid being doubt- 
less considered a sufficient safeguard. Further- 
more it had no hinges, and she was obliged there- 
fore to lift, and partially dislodge, the entire 
cover before she could insert an arm. 

The interior proved to be three-parts empty, 
and the articles that came under her groping 
hand were insignificant in size, whatever may 
have been their intrinsic value. Size was the 
prime desideratum — size and conspicuousness. 
At length a chance plunge more desperate and 
far-reaching than the rest, a racking effort that 
wedged her shoulder into the narrow aperture, 
gave her both. 

The uneven sphere of smooth metal, as big as 
a small turnip, was undeniably a head — shut- 
ting her eyes in order to augment her i^ense of 
touch. Grade traced with her fingers the es- 
sential features, and they seemed amply ter- 
rifying. And for the rest, the object appeared 
to possess the fundamental characteristics of a 
heathen idol, although the trunk, arms and legs 
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seemed disproportionatelj undersized^ unnatn- 
rally contorted, and not obviously human in 
mould. In spite of its considerable poundaf2:e, 
Grade lugged it towards her, and, hooking her 
fingers into its capacious mouth, whisked it out 
of its hiding place. 

She dropped it as soon as she saw it, and, her- 
self sprawling on the matting, she screamed — ^a 
suppressed, internal scream — ^while she flipped 
her hand as if she had been scalded or nipped 
by a crab. The idol, fallen on his cylindrical 
back, rocked to and fro, as if in speechless mirth. 

He was of black metal, like gun-metal. He 
possessed one eye-ball of a beautiful blue-veined, 
white stone, with a pupil of emerald inset, the 
whole jewel lending a ghastly effect of winking, 
leering reality. The other socket, the left, was 
empty, and none the less life-like on that ac- 
count. In the top jaw of the grinning mouth 
were three ivory teeth, and the gaps where the 
remainder of the set had been. It was just this 
accidental spacing of the surviving incisors that 
completed the horror of the face — that and the 
smudge of crimson, like coagulated gore, around 
the edges of the mouth, and upon the broad, pro- 
truded, tongue. 

He was naked, and pot-bellied, and the folds 
and creases of his sides, the wrinkles of his 
cheeks and brow, the curve of his extraordinary 
ears, the attitude of his folded arms, and no less 
folded legs, all seemed in frightful harmony 
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with his diabolical grin. If grinning ever had 
a deity, he was it. And smeared upon him, like 
the drippings of a rancid candle, were flakes 
and runnels of verdigris, through which his ob- 
scene conyexes shone like the hide of an over- 
fed cannibal. 

Grade's terror was momentary; it was gone 
before the idol had recovered its equilibrium. 
Then, although her hands instinctively sought 
refuge behind her back, she edged closer to it, 
and rendered to it the homage that was due to 
its unique ugliness. 

"Gor-r-geous !" she whispered. "The very 
thing!" 

But it weighed six or seven pounds, and was 
bulky and awkward to hold. How convey it past 
Mr. Maher, who noticed everything? As usual, 
the problem had hardly enunciated itself before 
Grade had an answer. Stuffing her handker- 
chief into the idoPs mouth, in horror of the 
stripped, depleted gums, she bravely inserted her 
fingers again into the cavity — ^she could feel 
with her finger-tips the thing's realistically- 
carved tonsils — and holding it thus, hurried 
with it into the garden. 

There chance had prepared the ground better 
than she could have done herself. A garden 
ladder half-embedded in the bloom of climbing 
roses stood against the outer wall at a spot re- 
mote from Mr. Maher. The SuUivans were not 
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at hand. Oracle sprang up the providential 
ladder^ and with a powerful swing of the arm, 
hoisted her burden aloft, and thrust it in among 
the thorny stems that crowned the top of the 
wall. 

Overbalanced by the effort, she fell, but 
landed as softly as a cat, on the lawn — ^mostly 
on her feet, though her hands and knees bore 
some brunt. She at once broke into song, and, 
singing, strolled the length of the garden, com- 
porting herself with an air of exceeding naughti- 
ness. This to forestall pourparlers on Mr. 
Maher's part that would have caused delay. 

"I^m not going to borrow one of your old 
books after all,'' she deigned to say while, pass- 
ing the old gentleman at a distance she advanced 
towards the gate. 

"Oh!'' exclaimed he, unruffled. "And how's 
that?" 

Oracle shrugged her shoulders, turned her 
back on him, and lifted the latch. Once her 
line of retreat was assured, however, she felt she 
could afford to be friendly. Therefore poking 
her head in through the gate, after she had ap- 
parently taken very unamiable leave of him, 
and the old man, more perplexed and troubled by 
her conduct than he showed, had lifted his book 
again, she called softly : 

"Daddy!" 

"Aha, you scamp!" he said. "You repent, do 
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you? Ton my soul your repentances run so 
close upon the heels of your sins, it is hard to 
tell which come in first !" 

"Don^t scold," she pleaded. 'Tm only play- 
ing. I'm coming back to talk to you — ^nicely." 

Two minutes later she flashed like an appari- 
tion in the sunshine before the astonished gaze 
c^ Jock Fadden, who was still cleaning harness 
in the shade. 

^^Quick!" she shrieked. And was gone. 

Jock, galvanised by the summons, kicked 
sparks out of the concrete floor with his heel- 
plates in his extreme alacrity, and dashed off 
in pursuit. 

Just before they reached Justin Maher's wall, 
Oracle, who was sprinting ahead like an ostrich, 
suddenly wheeled and collared Jock, silencing 
him by signs. Causing him to walk tip-toe, 
which he did inexpertly and without grace, she 
led him as near as she could judge to the sec- 
tion of the wall on which the idol lay. 

"It's there 1" she whispered. "Don't yelp 
when ye see it." 

"See what? What's thereV^ Jock hissed im- 
patiently. 

His young mistress's altusiveness was ever a 
torment to his mind. 

"The antee-quity," she replied. "Quick — ^I 
hear Sullivan. Can ye reach ?" 

The wall was eight feet high, but Jock, greatly 
stretching, could reach the top, and a brief 
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probing among the roses disclosed the concealed 
object. A brick was found for him to stand 
upon, and Oracle steadying him by gripping his 
waist, he was able to bring both hands into play, 
to free the antiquity from the encircling briars. 

It was done in a second, and the youth lurched 
back with the weight in his upstretched hand, as 
if it were a meteorite he had caught from the 
skies. 

Nor, indeed, had the object truly fallen to him 
so miraculously, could he have stared at it more 
aghast. He held it as if it were a winged thing 
he was fending off from* his face with all his 
might. 

•"Glory be to Ood!" he stuttered. "It's bit 
me!" 

"Don't be an ass, ye fule!" Oracle sibulated. 
"It's not aliye at all! It's iron. Daddy 
Maher's beyond the wall, listening. Bun !" 

They accordingly ran, back to the garage, 
where a hysterical ceremony, akin to fetish- 
worship, was performed. 

"It'll do the thrick," Jock said, eyeing the 
hilarious imp fondly, "if anything would. Sure 
that wan's about the grandest anti-queety in all 
Ireland !" 

They rolled it in a horse-cloth, and hid it 
under Nell's manger. Then Jock went off on a 
mission to Old Turret, to discover what digging, 
if any, was in progress there. 

"Th' ould buck is sure to be sinkin' a well in 
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wan place or another," lie said, before he went. 
"There's never a week's drought but he dhrives a 
shaft, for wather is scarcer than whiskey on his 
land." 

Grade spent the greater part of that day with 
Justin Maher, who was never vrtthout a supply 
of confectionery to attract her, and sometimes 
prepared delicious surprises with boxes of hot- 
house fruit, straight from London. 

• •••••• 

When the final and most inky wash of night 
was spread over the sweet landscape, obscuring 
even the chalky roads, once more the nocturnal 
cyclists skimmed at their different speeds down 
the long hill from Cloyne towards Kilcrone. 
Jock carried the idol in a sack on his back, and 
slung round Grade's neck was a garden trowel. 

Compared with the exploit of the previous 
night, the matter in hand promised little ex- 
citement. There was no necessity to approach 
within range of the enemy's fortress, and they 
did not intend to do so. The trap was to be set 
in the meadow beyond the paddock, where, sure 
enough, Jock's reconnaissance had disclosed 
well-boring operations on an extensive scale. 

"We're there now," the latter said, in sepul- 
chral sotto voce, as he caught up with Grade, 
who was wobbling slowly along, taking bearings. 
"Come into this gap, and I'll light me lamp." 

It was perilous walking in the meadow, which, 
along one line, traced by McNulty on scientific 
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principles, resembled a section of empty honey- 
comb; and some of the borings, it was known, 
were dangerously deep. Jock led the way, and 
his lamp kept them from harm, though its beams 
caused Oracle much apprehension. 

"This is the wan they^re at now," Jock said. 
"It's a new 'un, and I kin jump down into it. 
See there!" he added, falling to his knees, and 
lowering the lamp into the hole. "That's the 
bottom of it." 

"Be careful, Jock !" cried Grade, softly, as he 
jumped. "Are ye all right? Here, then — ^here's 
the antee-quity ^' 

The sack was duly lowered. 

"And now I'm coming myself." 

She preferred to scramble down instead of 
jumping, and in consequence her descent was 
confused with the fall of grayel and loose stones, 
and some upheaval of raiment. Such trifling 
accidents, however, and the small scratches and 
contusions thereby occasioned, were never re- 
garded. 

"You dig," she commanded, handing over the 
trowel. "Plant it somewhere where they won't 
pick-axe it. I know — ^right in the middle, for 
they've no room there to pick-axe much. And 
not too deep, mind ye," she added, thoughtfully, 
while Jock dug. "Just enough so's we can 
stamp down the earth over it without hurting 
it. We're a bit too deep down to start with. 
I'm half afraid they won't believe ^" 
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"Why so?'' Jock inquired. 

**Well, ye see," Gracie explained, reasoning 
profoundly. "There's some dodge they haye of 
counting the layers of clay and chalk and sand. 
And if ye find things in one or the other, it 
makes the difference of thousands of years/' 

Jock uttered a noise that signified invincible 
scepticism. 

"It's true," Gracie affirmed. "We learnt it 
all at school. Strata they call 'em." 

"Well, if it's thrue itself," said Jock compla- 
cently, "sure this ugly divil might be a thousand 
years ould, and he might be a million. That'll 
do for him, anyway. Shake him into it !" 

The idol was therupon rolled out of the sack, 
and upended. In the cross-beam of light that 
illuminated it, its leer seemed no longer impish 
and merely mischievous, but menacing and ma- 
lignant. The pair were struck into silence as 
they gazed upon it. 

"He doesn't seem to like the idea of being 
buried, does he?" Gracie remarked. 

"If 'twasn't the divil himself sat for that 
statchew," Jock commented, "I wouldn't like to 
meet the feller that did. Tip him in." 

**Wait a jiff till I dab some clay in the 
crevices," she said. "He's miles too clean for 
an antee-quity. That'll do him. Pat him down 
hard." 

Jock completed the interment by some impres- 
sive pounding with his heavy boots. 
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Then he lifted Graeie bodily out of the hole, 
and, with her stout assistance and the aid of the 
sack, climbed forth himself. 

The mine — a proper contact-mine — ^was laid. 
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CHAPTER V 

AN UNTIMELY MIBAGLB 

**QJHUT the door," said Gracie to Moira, 

|5 pointing with her stockinged toe, "and 
I'll read you what he says.'' 

She was balanced partly on the broad window- 
ledge of her boudoir, partly on the outside sill, 
one supple leg doubled in under her, the other 
flourishing in free gesticulation. 

It was early forenoon. The sky was like a 
yast yiolet, and the air was still and brilliant 
with the shattered and partially dispersed sun- 
beams that lanced the haze of evaporating dew. 
Morement was necessarily a little languid, 
thought came bright and fanciful, but elusively, 
the nerves of feeling vibrated softly, like harp- 
strings lately fingered. It was, in a word, a 
typical Irish morning. 

By Grade's side lay a capacious cardboard 
box, on which was painted with embellishments 
the name of a noted Dublin florist. The lid had 
been removed, and to the view was presented 
a layer of damp moss, from a disturbed corner 
of which protruded a high-bred red rose, hardly 
' advanced from budhood. 

i 98 



AN UNTIMELY MIRACLE 99 

Moira closed the door, and leant against it. 

"Dick the Post was walkin' with it sthraight 
into the room whin he thripped over me feet 
where I was washin' th' passage/' she narrated, 
volubly. " Twas that good luck saved ye, me 
girl. ^Here's a new bonnet,' says Dick to me, 
*for Miss Gracie from Dublin. Faix,' he says, 
'it's in wather, too, to keep it fresh like. For 
it's lakin',' he says." 

"He's a fool, this one," muttered Gracie, in- 
tent upon her correspondence, and crinkling the 
notepaper impatiently. "He might be writing 
to a baby for all the sense there's in it. Listen." 

She read aloud, in the peculiar cadence that is 
picked up in infant schools, and can be traced in 
nearly all public recitation: — 

" 'Grand Avenue Hotel 
" 'Dublin. 

^^ ^Dear Miss Bresnin, 

^^^It seems like sending coals to New- 
castle to send roses to Oloyne ^ ^^ 

"There's pothry for ye!" exclaimed Moira. 
"Shut up a minute, do !" Gracie commanded. 

^^^But flowers, wMle they last, have a knack 
of reminding one of the donor, and need I say 
that I would like sometimes to he remembered?^ ^^ 

"Cunning, begor, isn't he !" Moira commented. 
"Faith, he thinks a kick is as good as a wink 
to a blind horse!" 
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"If you can^t be quiet, Moira, you shan't hear 
it," Grade warned. 

^^ ^I am staying here until to-morrow^ when my 
father is due. We are then crossing to Eng- 
land for a few weeks, to learn the languorge/ ^^ 

"A good joke, that!'' Moira tittered, and 
Oracie silenced her with a look. 

^^ ^I hope you will never trust yourself to your 
unmanageable Bronco again, I owe a debt of 
gratitude to that car ^ ^^ 

"I do wish it hadn't happened that way," 
Oracle interjected yehemently. 

^^ ^But it is only sheer luck you were not in- 
debted to my father a/nd myself for first aid to 
the injured. Take a friend^s advice and stick 
to the jolly little ma/re you know how to ride 
so well/ •'^ 

"Is that the finish?" the servant inquired, 
disappointed. "How does he woind it up?" 

"Oh, just ^Kvnd regards^ and ^Yours sin- 
cerely /^^ her mistress replied. "He knows 
better than to be too free with me J' 

"Nothin' about seein' ye again?" 

"No." 

"Ah, that's only a feeler, like," Moira as- 
sured her, shrewdly. "He'll be sthronger in the 
nixt. Gi'e me a squint at his ^coals to New- 
cas'le,' and thin I'll go on wid me work." 

Grade turned the box upside-down over the 
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bed, and shook out its contents upon the counter- 
pane. The number, freshness and beauty of the 
blooms took her breath away. 

"Oh, look at the darlings!'^ she cried, gather- 
ing them tenderly. "All the one size and the 

one colour ! Did you ever see ! Moira, get 

some water, quick, and bring the vases from 
mother's room/' 

"It's like the High Altar at Easter!" Moira 
exclaimed, surveying the row of vases when they 
were fQled. "He didn't get them by asking over 
a wall." 

Left alone, Gracie squatted cross-legged on 
the bed, gazing sadly at the phalanx of crim- 
son. She understood the significance of the gift 
minutely, but in its complexity, much as one 
carries the notion of pattern after peering into 
a kaleidoscope. Of feeling, the pure physical 
torment that in its advanced stages goes by the 
name of passion, there was in her no trace what- 
ever. 

For Grade was not interested in practical 
love — that is the stark statement of an astonish- 
ing fact. But it must not therefore be surmised 
that she was one of those phenomenal creatures, 
— common enough in Ireland, where they are 
esteemed the chief glory of the exclusively re- 
ligious culture of the country, — ^who preserve 
into womanhood a chaste ignorance of what are 
euphemistically termed the material facts of 
life. Grade's mind was not innocent in this 
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way; it is a pity to explode a pleasant legend, 
but the minds of conyent-schoolgirls rarely are. 
Furthermore, Gracie read fiction with ayidity, 
and good fiction, especially French fiction, is a 
more subtle exponent of life than actual ex- 
perience. 

Bhe did not, of course, understand all she read, 
and many obscure points cropped up which it 
was impossible to refer to Justin Maher. It 
is obvious, therefore, that her attempt to inter- 
pret herself through the medium of fictitious 
Parisian heroines was full of peril. Neverthe- 
less, out of the medley of high-wrought psy- 
chology she gathered much useful knowledge, 
which she assimilated all the more readily be- 
cause it was sugared and spiced and well sauced 
with romance. 

Such was the character of the intelligence that 
focussed itself in meditation upon the array of 
red roses, and the kind of thoughts that came 
to it can easily be guessed. 

United in a sort of figure-dance of ideas were 
the different shades of significance that might be 
attached to these symbols of Stephen's senti- 
mental farewell, and a group of her own half- 
fledged regrets. Mixed in, also, was a curious 
sensation of escape, — ^whether it was her own 
escape, or his, was not clear. And to that was 
added the unpleasant sense of imperfect attrac- 
tion, of balk and thwart. There is, indeed, 
hardly another youthful experience so depres- 
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sing as a promising love affair that misses fire. 

Gracie tired of the sad contemplation in 
something under ten minutes, by which time she 
was in urgent need of conversation. Her father 
was out, her mother was gossiping with a neigh- 
bour, Jock was reconnoitring at Churchtown, 
and Moira was busy. There remained only Mr. 
Maher. 

Him she regarded as a kind of lay confessor. 
Just as in her formal, superficial religious life 
she relieved herself of her spiritual peccadilloes 
by handing over a monthly invoice of them to 
Canon Twohey in the Confessional, so she sought 
to divide responsibility for her ordinary conduct 
by confiding her mundane, social follies to the 
ex-Indian Civil Servant, who, by virtue of a 
sense of humour and a widely tolerant philoso- 
phy, was able to receive them in the proper ex- 
culpatory manner of a priest. 

She loved him, too, with a deep earnestness of 
affection that had sprung up ten years before, 
when she was seven, — a responsive love origi- 
nated by Mr. Maher's singular understanding of 
juvenile tastes in sweetmeats and playthings; 
and since his offerings had gradated themselves 
nicely to her age and requirements, there had 
never been any reason why her love should 
change, either in quality or degree, as the years 
slipped by, and she grew up. 

Why he should be at such pains to preserve 
her allegiance, she never reflected. Justin 
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Mahers romantic marriage in youth with a 
beautiful Eurasian, and the swift tragedy that 
followed thereon were matters unknown to her, 
chiefly because those who knew the story had 
had it only from McNulty; whose version was 
hardly fit for maidenly ears. Had she known 
it, she might have understood better the melan- 
choly, sentimental side of the old man's nature, 
but it is doubtful if thereby she could have ex- 
erted a more sweetening influence upon him than 
she did. 

Justin Maher was pruning his roses when she 
arrived, and he knew by the way she approached 
that this was to be one of her demure mornings. 

"Now, I was just thinking,'' he said, speaking 
to her from the heart of a rose-bush, "whether 
it would be better to wait until you came — and, 
of course, you might very well not have come at 
all, things being as they are — or whether I'd 
better step down the road and inquire for you. 
I've something waiting " 

A pause, while a worthless twig was snipped 
off, disentangled, and cast into the Gehenna 
basket. 

"I've something waiting that won't wait long." 

"Not strawberries?" 

"There a/re strawberries — ^if Jinny hasn't 
gobbled them all up instead of getting cream as 
I told her," he replied, with maddening indif- 
ference. "But there's something else besides 
strawberries. You'd never guess, so go now and 
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eit down in my chair while I run and fetch — 
whatever it is." 

Gracie skipped off — one could not fail to 
notice that the antic lacked the usual spon- 
taneity; she actually walked part of the way — 
while her host sauntered into the house. 

His immediate reappearance suggested that 
the articles he carried had been lying ready to 
hand against her coming. These articles con- 
sisted of a small tray, on which lay a pottle of 
strawberries and a saucer of cream; an enor- 
mous sunshade of Japanese silk, which he car- 
ried under his arm, while from a finger of one 
of the hands supporting the tray dangled an 
earthenware jar enclosed in a wicker-work 
jacket — ^just such a jar as might be suspected of 
containing preserved ginger. Gracie at once 
guessed preserved ginger, which she loathed, and 
made an ungraciaus moue. 

"A little patience, please," pleaded Justin 
Maher. ** Just give me time to fix this sunshade 
— so. We must do all we can to save the rem- 
nants of that sun-baked complexion. And now 
we'll see what genius we have potted up in here. 
Look for yourself." 

She gave a glance, and whooped with delight ! 

"Ice-cream!" she shrieked. "Oh, daddy! 
Where did you get it? O — um! (The full of 
the crook of her finger, to taste.) Just like it 
is in the City ! How did you get it?" 

"Eat what you can of it before it melts com- 
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pletely, and 111 tell you its history," answered 
he. "I hired a car yesterday afternoon to run 
up to Ballynacorra, to see Mrs. Cashan, and 
happening to arrive at tea-time, I took tea. 
There were several boys and girls there making 
a great fuss around a dishful of stuff, so I went 
over to see what it was. It was ice-cream. I 
tasted it, and I knew it was good, for though 
^tis an item I would on no account admit into 
my dietary, I know something about the flavour 
of ice-creams. Thinks I to myself, I know a 
little party would like a taste of this. So I 
spoke to Mrs. Cashan, who has bought a new 
machine that turns out ice-cream quicker than 
you'd churn butter, and we struck a bargain. 
It's sinful to be sending Nick Sullivan a matter 
of seven miles, there and back, on an errand of 
such extravagance, but it won't happen often, 
my lady, so—verhum sapienti/^ 

To sit in a garden like Justin Maher's, in 
blazing sunshine softened for one's particular 
self by a real Japanese umbrella of yellow and 
crimson silk, and to be permitted to surfeit one- 
self at leisure on ices, choice hot-house straw- 
berries, and cream not an hour home from the 
dairy, comes as near to the conditions of Para- 
dise as mortal maid could hope to attain. 

Furthermore, Justin Maher possessed a gift — 
or it may have been a trick of practical psy- 
chology he had picked up in commerce with 
Burmese hhikkhus — ^the ability to sink himself 
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in his surroundings^ to make bax^kground of 
himself. Hib habit of motionlessness, or his 
slow movements when they were necessary, the 
intonation of his voice, which never jarred, and 
was never monotonous, his placidity, and the 
curious sardonic bi^nignity of his expression, all 
together gave him an air of unreality, which, 
indeed, from mere wont, escaped Oracle, but 
which disconcerted other people, and kept them 
aloof. For those who knew him, it was as easy 
to dream in silence in his presence as it was to 
think aloud. Following the dainty refection, 
Gracie enjoyed periods of both states. 

She had brought Stephen Pegwynn's note 
with her, and at a suitable turn in the conversa- 
tion, she gave it to Mr. Maher to read. 

"There is a very engaging simplicity in the 
son," was the old man's only comment as he 
folded it and handed it back, "that one misses in 
the recorded personality and career of the 
father." 

Gracie thereupon amused him for some time 
with her views of men, particularly in their re- 
lation to women, and afterwards she prompted 
him to some rather cynical utterances on the 
same subject. Absolute disillusionment like 
Justin Maker's does not embitter, and Gracie, 
impervious, by reason of her youth and zest, to 
all corroding, acidulated ideas, was only tickled 
and not in the least saddened, by maxims and 
epigrams that flatly controverted every copy- 
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book saw and adage she had ever seen, and out- 
faced not a few moral judgments of far more 
august sanction. 

The interchange of wisdom was interrupted 
by the elder Sullivan, who, having failed to at- 
tract attention by several other means, began to 
whet his scythe obstreperously. At the third ap- 
plication of the hone within a space of three 
minutes Justin Maher turned to his gardener in 
remonstrance. 

"That scythe of yours appears to be very 
blunt, Sullivan,'^ he said. "Can^t you get on 
with something else, and leave it for another 
time?" 

The aged gardener, most of whose minor joints 
were rigid with rheumatism, took a few steps 
forward with the action of a pair of compasses, 
and straining his whole face, which was of the 
complexion and contour of a toffee-apple, in 
order to get his jaws into motion, he spoke. 
Cork English rendered without the aid of teeth 
cannot be reproduced phonetically. 

"Have ye heard th^ news, Misther Maher?" 
he inquired, feebly, with an asthmatic caesura 
between each pair of words. 

"No, Sullivan, I haven't. What news is 
there?" Justin Maher asked, considerately. 

"'Tis the holy image of the great Sint Fin 
Barre," the gardener replied, "they have dug up 
whilst seeking wather on William McNulty's 
land." 
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*K)h! You don't say so!" Mr. Maher ex- 
claimedy politely. 

Gracie did not know what to do with herself, 
such was the variety of mental and physical 
sensations that swept through her. 

"Have ye seen it yourself?'' she demanded. 

"I have not myself been any place but here 
this morning," Sullivan replied. " 'Twas Mike 
Pheery the Carman brought the news, and he 
is just afther telling me over the wall in passing. 
He did not himself witness the holy image, but 
the crowd was there looking down into the pit 
where they found it." 

"This is great news!" Justin Maher mur- 
mured. "There is no doubt, I suppose, that 
the image is indeed connected with St. Fin 
Barre?" 

"There will be those who will doubt it, as there 
are those who will doubt everything," the gar- 
dener rejoined. "But who should it be if it 
wasn't the Saint? Sure 'tis known there was a 
mirac'lous statchew preserved at Gougane 
Barra, and that it was brought to these parts in 
the time of Crom'U, and buried, and so lost. 
What more likely than that it should be found ?'^ 

"I shall be very glad to hear that your theory 
is confirmed," said Justin Maher. "Though it 
seems a pity such good fortune should fall to 
that old blackguard McNulty." 

"I agree wid ye there, Misther Maher," Sulli- 
van said, with feeble vehemence. 'William 
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McNolty is not a Prodestant, but he's as good 
as a Prodestant the way he never goes to Mass 
or the Sacraments, and won't give a sixpence in 
charity onless he sees what's did wid it." 

Just here pealed forth in the distance a 
broken-winded fanfare that one instrument 
alone could have emitted. Jock, in defiance of 
his master's sworn promise of condign retribu- 
tion, was sending out the emergency call on the 
Bronco's horn. Oracle arose like a spiral spring 
released. 

"I'm wanted," she cried breathlessly, barely 
pausing to excuse herself. "Thanks awfully for 
the ice-cream, and everything. I'll be back 
presently. Ta-ta !" 

Jock had come half-way down the lane to meet 
her, the motor-horn in his hand. He was dusty 
and perspiring through recent exertion, and 
plainly was otherwise distressed by the conflict- 
ing emotions of trepidation and extreme hilarity. 

"They've got it!" he panted, in a husky and 
uncertain voice. "An' they've shwallered th' 
bait ! Sure ye should ha' seen the Yank ! Any- 
wan that heard him talk would know he was a 
born f ule, but McNulty nearly did for me ! He 
was the worst of the two. I was choked!" 

He all but choked a second time at the recol- 
lection. 

"Don't stand prancing there without speaking, 
ye ape," stormed Oracle. "Tell me who found 



AN UNTIMELY MIRACLE 111 

it, and what they did, and where it is now — all 
about it y^ 

"Sure there isn't much to tell," sobbed Jock, 
wiping tears from his eyes with an oil-rag. 
"Jack Byrne found it the first tap he gave with 
the shovel. An' seeing it, he wint sthraight 
home widout a word, and lay down, because he 
had a cousin that died mad and he thought he 
was the same. Thin young Birdie Quinn was 
out waggin, and saw it and thried to steal it, 
but was sthopped. It was thin I arrived, and 
behind me was McNulty himself an' th' Yank. 
What they said I don't know, for they were both 
talking together at the top of their vices. There 
th' Yank was rubbing it wid his hankerchuf , and 
swearing 'twas Mile-eesian, or Pinn-eesian, or 
somethun. 'It's Hindoo,' says McNulty against 
him. 'I've seen dozens as ugly,' he says. 'It 
proves my idee,' he says. Thin they tuk it in- 
doors to make photygraphs of it and I left 'em. 
I got fearful for what moight happin to meself 
if they discovered the thrick, they were making 
such public asses of thimselves in the sight of 
all Churchtown." 

"Oh, Jock!" Grade whispered ecstatically. 
"We simply must find out all that goes on." 

"Ye'll do it yerself, thin," the youth replied. 
"I've spint two days down there, and 'tis no- 
ticed. Couldn't yerself take a ride that way, 
and get talking to some of the girls?" 
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"I could do that, sure," the girl said, reflecting. 
'^What's it now? Twelve nearly. Saddle me 
Nell, thin, while I'm changing my togs. If I'm 
not home to dinner, no matter, for I'm dead with 
ice-cream and strawberries." 

The quick change effected, she leapt and 
clattered down the stairs and across the yard, 
and sprang into Nell's saddle as if her errand 
were one of life and death. Yet she was not 
five minutes' gallop away from the influence of 
Jock's infectious mirth when her enthusiasm 
suddenly evaporated, and the mare, divining her 
listlessness, took advantage of it to alter her 
pace to a sedate walk, from which her rider's 
occasional, half-uttered exhortations failed to 
arouse her. 

Efentually Gracie surrendered to her mount's 
superior volition, even as regards choice of 
meadows to be traversed. Consequently it was 
by a very roundabout route she reached Church- 
town, and awkwardly near lunch-time, besides. 
Considered as a symptom, this loss of appetite 
for mischief was truly alarming. 

Chance and Nell's inclination brought her to 
McNulty's demesne by way of the perforated 
meadow behind the paddock, and here at once 
her appetite received the necessary fillip. 

Perched upon the edge of the latest well, sway- 
ing in meditation, and throwing out clouds of 
tobacco smoke in volume and with a regularity 
that betokened grave mental travail, stood 
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Arnold Pegwynn, his hands clasped behind his 
back; his cigar pointing heavenwards. Gracie 
hailed him^ and at the same instant caused the 
mare to take the ditch in her best style. 

Electing to remain mounted, she offered her 
hand with a pretty formality which she fancied 
would be more in consonance with an American's 
notion of womanly behaviour than her usual 
bonhomie style. For fresh in her memory at 
the moment were certain apothegms of Justin 
Maher's Apropos the obsequiousness of well-bred 
Americans towards their women; and how a 
superficial chivalry cloaked secret contempt on 
the one side and an abject parasitism on the 
other. Nevertheless it seemed somehow impor- 
tant that she should earn the good estimation of 
this oddly gullible celebrity. Therefore she 
smiled, accompanying the waxen contortion with 
a certain motion of the head she had acquired, 
only to caricature, from the English nun who 
had taught her "deportment," and when she 
spoke, her accent was so insipidly South-Eng- 
lish that Pegwynn scrutinised her face in sus- 
picion. 

"I heard you have made a wonderful dis- 
covery,'' she explained archly. "So of course 
I've come to inquire." 

"Well, Miss Bresnin, the long and short of it 
is this," the American at once began. "Bight 
there" — ^he indicated with, a fall of cigar-ash the 
hole Jock had dug — "at an early hour this morn- 
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ingy in a geological deposit that would put it 
somewhere just this side of the Tertiary Period, 
was discovered an object of Japanese^ or some 
kindred Oriental art, a metal image of com- 
paratively recent date." 

^^Beally!" Gracie exclaimed, in a hushed, 
awed voice. 

She rounded her eyes, too, to their fullest 
extent. If she was to keep her countenance at 
all, she could only do so by transfixing it; and 
an amazed expression was as good as any other. 

"What that amounts to is this," Arnold Peg- 
wynn continued. 

The exposition that followed was sarcastic in 
intention. One way of .discrediting a strong 
case is to make it appear too strong. 

"At a period when what is now Ireland had 
not yet been formed out of the alluvial deposit 
of some forgotten river of Atlantis, and County 
Cork was only a sand-bar off the coast of that 
now unhappily submerged continent, the speci- 
men of Mediaeval Japanese art in question was 
left on the beach by some absent-minded Quater- 
nian, and so has remained in excellent preserva- 
tion until this day." 

Gracie dared not venture a syllable of com- 
ment. All she could do was to fasten her upper 
teeth fimly upon her lower lip, and nod her head 
gravely, — ^a conventionalised, tragical gesture 
traditional among children only, and therefore 
not easy to indicate. She awaited in a cumula- 
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tive agony the purport of his next remarks. 
Very little more provocation, and she felt she 
mnst lose all self-control. 

'TTes, that's the nature of the hypothesis 
we're up against," the lawyer added, apparently 
in deadly earnest. "And I'd be very glad of the 
favour of your opinion. Miss Bresnin. McNulty 
and I have just quarrelled about it, and he is 
now engaged priming himself with notes from 
the ^Encyclopaedia Britannica.' But I've been 
there first, as you may have guessed from my 
outbreak of palaeontological erudition." 

Gracie stared with such determined ingenu- 
ousness, she almost squinted, and she nodded 
rapidly several times, and struggled desperately 
to regularise her breathing. Fortunately Mr. 
Pegwynn had the habit of concentrating his at- 
tention upon the fiery end of his cigar, save for 
occasional surprise glances of professional acute- 
ness which he was accustomed to fiash upon the 
countenances of his companions. 

"McNulty sticks to it that it is a genuine 
find," he continued. "That was the view I ex- 
pressed in the first mad moment of enthusiasm. 
On re-consideration, I have come to the conclu- 
sion that it is a lay. D'you take me? A plant. 
And a plant of a very unusual genre. In Eng- 
land they plant Queen Anne bedsteads and 
Tudor towel-racks in all the inns on the touring 
circuit, and you get used to it. You don't take 
any notice. There the conditions are all right, 
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but the objects are spurious. In this instance 
the conditions are all wrong, while the object 
is an unquestionable antique of great value. I 
am ready to put down one thousand dollars for 
that idol as it stands^ naked and uncatalogued, 
without sponsor or pedigree.'' 

"Really!" gasped Oracle, frightened into an 
unstable gravity by the thought of the monetary 
loss that threatened Mr. Maher through her wil- 
fulness. 

"Yes, one thousand dollars,'' Arnold Pegwynn 
repeated. "But McNulty won't part. He's out 
for archaeology. The Aryan Migration — that's 
Ms style. Won't listen to the -word Japanese. 
Waal, if this is a sample of the Irish booby-trap, 
I must say I like the bait. I wish some one 
would play it on me. Anyway, I stay here till 
we see the bottom of it. If necessary I'll hire 
an inquiiy agent. My theory is theft. I reckon 
to hear of some museum advertising for lost pets 
in a very few days. Meanwhile we go on dig- 
ging. If McNulty is right, and we've struck a 
Quaternian joss-house, — ^well and good. On the 
other hand, if I'm right, and it's a burglary, 
there'll be some more loot— sure. I'll be pleased 
anyway, so I don't budge. I've sent Stephen the 
word, and if he doesn't fancy coming back here, 
he can go on, or he can go home, — ^just as suits 
himself. Would you care to come inside and 
view the object of mystery? McNulty is carry- 
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ing it about under his arm^ but he is willing to 
release it in the presence of witnesses. Will 
you step in?" 

"Oh no, thank you, I'd much rather not," 
Gracie replied, hastily. "I'm just out for a 
gallop, and — Mr. McNulty and I aren't very 
good friends." 

"Now that's very wrong of you both," Arnold 
Pegwynn declared effusively, at the same time 
strategically seizing Nell's head. "Neighbourly 
feuds are always bad, but they're particularly 
blameworthy in thinly populated regions. You 
see what happens ! Take my case. I come here 
on a visit to McNulty, and I find that he is at 
war with half the families of the county. The 
consequence is I am debarred from improving a 
number of delightful acquaintanceships. Let 
me make peace between you two for a start, and 
no doubt you'll stay for lunch." 

"Oh no! I wouldn't for worlds!" Gracie 
cried, prolonging the vowels flutily, for em- 
phasis. "I hate Mr. McNulty. He set a dog on 
me once, a long time ago, and nearly bit me." 

'What! McNulty nearly bit you?" 

"No! The dog, of cour — r — se!" 

"Miss Bresnin, I beg you— don't be vengeful 
over a trifle like that," the American gentleman 
pleaded. 

"Quite impossible, Mr. Pegwynn," Gracie 
said. "Mr. McNulty and I have been enemies 
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for yeara You just ask him about me. He 
simply detests me. He suspects me of every- 
thing.^' 

"Now think of that !" murmured Arnold Peg- 
wynn, nevertheless eyeing the girl as if to dis- 
cover grounds for McNulty's distrust. 

Gracie, however, gave Nell the secret signal, 
and the mare, with a sudden toss of the head, 
unceremoniously released herself, and moved off 
a few yards, disdainfully. 

"I hope you succeed in discovering all about 
the — ^thing," the girl remarked politely. 

"Thank you,'' Arnold Pegwynn said, removing 
his hat. "Perhaps you'll call and inquire some 
timer' 

"If ever I meet you away from here, I'll in- 
quire," she replied, smilingly. "Not otherwise. 
Good-bye." 

She did not glance back again, but waved her 
hand, and galloped away. She was in a hurry 
to reach the secluded and beautiful miniature 
vale, where all her most earnest thinking was 
done. Arriving at the place, she slipped to the 
ground, and giving Nell the freedom of the plain, 
herself lay down in the sweet herbage that 
almost hid her. 

There for an hour, gazing up through a hood 
of grass, daisies, and buttercups at a solitary, 
immaculate cloud that was sailing like a yacht 
of white, resplendent satin across the concave 
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ethereal ocean, she thought, intently and with 
deliberation, about Stephen. 

This young man constituted for her a definite 
problem, and with uncommon honesty, and as- 
tonishing acumen, she faced it. 

For she felt that her passing contact with him 
had made a difference to her. The diflference, 
it is true, was very slight — ^nothing more serious, 
as yet, than a kind of involuntary arrest in her 
waywardness, an occasional catch of dreaminess 
in her otherwise feckless career — ^but though 
trivial, it was very distinct. 

Moreover, the alteration, such as it was, 
threatened to be permanent, for she seemed some- 
how to have suddenly grown up, or rather to 
have realised that she had been grown up for 
some long time; and this is an experience one 
does not go back upon. 

The question, then, was, Stephen having af- 
fected her so intimately by a few casual words 
and glances, a friendly note and a gift of flowers, 
would it be wise for her, by seeking or, at least, 
not avoiding, his society in future, to risk fur- 
ther unknown developments? 

The decision she reached — ^and she did not 
trouble about decisions until it was time to go 
home — was twofold. Firstly, Stephen might 
not return to Churchtown at all ; secondly, what 
matter if he did? It was all a pack of non- 
sense! 



CHAPTER VI 

DBVIL'S ADVOCATES 

THAT same afternoon, while Gracie was 
resting in her nest, Moira came to her in 
a state of mystical elation, a curions condition 
of awe-stricken jocularity, such as overtakes 
one when something ridUiculous happens in 
church, say. 

"Ye know the mirac'lous statchew of Sint Fin 
Barre they discovered at McNulty's?" she pre- 
luded, with a kind of reverent titter. 

"Who says it's a miraculous statue of St. Fin 
Barre?" Gracie demanded, fretfully. 

"Ould Sullivan says it,'' Moira replied. "An' 
who would know if he didn't?" 

^n^ell, go on," said Gracie. 

"It has cured Biddy-the-Bend of her curvy- 
chure !" 

"Get away!" grumbled Gracie, petulantly, 
and turned impatiently on her bed, and closed 
her eyes. 

'Well, there she is, roamin' the roads wid a 
crowd afther her — ^as sthraight as a poker. 
Ye've only got to look at her," Moira afiGirmed, 
giving her evidence reluctantly. "'Twas her- 
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self caught Birdie Quinn stealin' it, and she 
kissed it three times, and af therwards tuk some 
clay from the hole and mbbed it on her spine 
and — ^she^s cured!'' 

"Tell that to the blacks/' was the grumpy re- 
sponse to her wonderful tidings. 

"I'm just afther seein' her," Moira cried, "an' 
if 'tis not Sint Pin Barre 'tis the fairies, for she 
has no more sthoop in her back than I have." 

A presentiment of evil troubled Oracle's mind^ 
and she sat up. 

"Ye've seen her yourself?" she queried. 

"I did." 

"And she says 'twas the statue did it?" 

"She does, and was for preaching it on the 
crossroads, the poor daft creature, till Canon 
Twohey kim up and sint her home." 

"Where's Jock?" asked Oracle, suddenly. 

"Where would he be but where he always is," 
Moira said scornfully. "Sure he's dafter than 
Biddy, and needs a mir'cle worse !" 

"I'm going over the bog to see for myself," 
Oracle said, looking round for her other shoe. 
"Don't let Mam know where I've gone. Jock 
can come with me." 

In the garage the chauffeur was making up 
arrears of sleep, at forced draught, to judge 
from his snores. Oracle, whose good humour 
returned as quickly as sleepiness left her, 
aroused him by neatly kicking away the low 
trestle supporting the plank on which he lay. 
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Jarred though he was from heel to neck-peg, 
nevertheless not all Jock's faculties awoke at 
once, and he snored once or twice stertorously 
even after his eyes had opened and blinked at 
the intruder. 

"Stir yourself, man,^' the girl cried. "A nice 
hullabaloo there is !'' 

Jock, badly startled, stammered "What's up?" 
and *^here is it?" simultaneously, in a kind of 
chord of utterance, and sliding first into a kneel- 
ing position, from that staggered to his feet, and 
yawned. 

"What was it ye said?" he asked subserviently. 

"There's going to be ructions over the antee- 
quity," Grade said. 

"Oh, that's all," said he, smiling and stretch- 
ing himself. "I thought at first yer papa was 
afther me." 

"All!" Grade echoed. "Can ye guess what's 
happening? The wretched thing's working 
miracles !" 

Jock read her keenly for signs of fooling, and 
finding none, became gradually and visibly 
dumbfounded. 

"Ah, now ! Did ye iver hear th' like o' that !" 
he groaned. "Is it a holy mir'cle, or a wicked 
wan?" 

"Holy or wicked, it has straightened Biddy- 
the-Bend," the girl told him. "And the whole 
world is talking about it. It won't be an antee- 
quity at all now. It will be a relic, and Canon 
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Twohey will get hold of it. And if we let him 
fool himself with it^ 'twill be a scandal and a 
mortal sin. Or Daddy Maher will see it, so 
there's trouble in store whatever happens." 

"Gripes!" muttered Jock, captivated, in spite 
of himself, by the supernatural element. "An' 
has it truly relieved Biddy of her hump?" 
. **Whether 'twas it or something else, she be- 
came straight after touching it," Gracie said. 
"So it's all the same. There's only one thing 
to do. We must hush Biddy." 

"Faith that'll need some inginu-eety," Jock 
remarked. 

*We'll have to try, anyway," his mistress re- 
plied inexorably. "Come with me now, and 
we'll have her persuaded before the idea is 
rooted." 

To reach Biddy they had to traverse a mile 
of the spongy meadowland of which Ireland ap- 
pears to hold the European copyright. The 
springy turf makes magic of walking, and if you 
can imitate the willowy balance and airy tread 
of the residents, distance counts for nothing on 
an Irish bog. 

Gracie knew the step — ^it can be practised 
elsewhere by promenading a spring mattress — 
though she could have gone more freely in her 
naked feet, and Jock trod lightsomely to the 
manner born. 

They spoke little, for bog-silence, like the 
pungent, wholesome atmosphere, is of a peculiar 
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density^ and though you walk in pairs^ except 
you are loyers, you must each bore your own 
burrow through it, it muffles you so closely. 

Beyond the bog was a strip Df heathery land, 
studded all over with stumps of limestone, like 
sunken tombstones, or the butts of a vast, pre- 
historic colonnade. Not a single human dwel- 
ling was in sight, and the only sign of human 
yisitation was a structure like a derelict lych- 
gate, moss-grown and awry, which stood in the 
centre of the woebegone tract. 

As the pair approached this mouldering her- 
mitage they unconsciously slackened their pace, 
Jock more than Oracle, so that in the end the 
girl arrived at the hoardings in the rear alone, 
and it needed much imperious beckoning to bring 
the youth into closer support. 

The place was simply the porch of a razed 
homestead, the foundations of which were de- 
fined by a rectangular hollow and a mound, all 
grown over with rank, olive-green weed. Grip- 
ping Jock by the cuff to make sure of him. 
Grade crept round to the front. 

A strip of ragged tarpauline hung down over 
the entrance, and scraps of old carpet and can- 
vas that had been nailed over holes, fringed the 
lintel and door-posts like scorched and rotting 
bunting. Other rags there were strewn upon 
the ground; consequently it was not at first 
sight obvious that the ball of miscellaneous 
clothes, like a huge rag mop, that lay on the 
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worn step were the ganneiits of a human being, 
and, as such, were at the moment in nse. 

"Biddy Callaghan/' called Gracie, softly. 

The bundle was convulsed, the tattered shawl 
was flung ofl^, and Biddy raised her head. Si- 
multaneously was uncovered a naked arm, the 
hand gripping a murd^ous bludgeon. 

"Be off now," said Biddy, "or I'll put my curse 
on ye." 

Biddy was an Old Age Pensioner, with a 
year or two to spare, and yet there was that 
in her face which belongs to a woman's prime. 
Whatever lesion it was that had cleft her brain 
in the stress of grief, it had, with doubtful mercy, 
caused some interruption in the natural proc- 
esses of senility. 

Her unkempt locks were scant and grey, and 
she was gaunt and wrinkled. But her features 
possessed a sibylline grandeur, her skin retained 
the colours of complexion, and her teeth were 
sound. In her pale eyes, too, human, under- 
standable grief alternated with the abstracted 
glare of insanity. When her gaze was fixed it 
was only a mild and suffering soul that peered 
forth; when her glances flashed from the ground 
to the sky, and Everywhere but into the faces of 
those who confronted her, it was a distraught 
spirit of blind vengefulness and hatred. 

'*It's only me, Biddy," said Gracie, reassur- 
ingly. "I've come to ask what it is that's hap- 
pened to you." 
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The old woman^s eyes ranged wildly, then 
turned suddenly mild, and she buried her head 
between her knees, and rck!ked herself to and 
fro. 

'^The curse of God is what has happened to 
me," she moaned, half keening. ^^The Agony 
of the Garden and the Crowning wid Thorns is 
what has happened to me. Thirty years Tve 
sat waiting — ^waiting — ^waiting for a word or a, 
sign from tbem, the two that left their old mother 
to go to Australie. I meself sent them to their 
death in the ocean, to spare them killing Lester, 
— O may God forgiye me!" 

"Yes, Biddy," Gracie murmured, sympa- 
thetically. 

Bhe had listened to the jeremiad a hundred 
times. The mournful narrative, rendered in set 
form, was the inevitable prelude to all Biddy's 
begging petitions. 

" *If your two boys won't work for me,^ " the 
old woman continued, and in her dreadful mim- 
icry the very voice of the dead and forgotten land- 
lord was made to whine beyond the grave, " *I 
must get tinnints that will.' And Michael and 
Peter swore to kill him. So I sent them away. 
I sent them away in my terror, before I knew 
what I was doing. Then because I would not 
leave the farm, and the people stood by me, the 
wizened thief sent police and soldiers while the 
roof was taken off above my head, and the walls 
thrown down. But I prayed to God Almighty to 
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punish him, an' me prayer was heard, for he 
died in grief, robbed an' forsaken by his own 
«on, Oliver." 

**Yes, Biddy. We know," Grade said, to has- 
ten the story, "But they say that the weakness 
has left your back, and you ought to try and for- 
get, and be a little happy." 

"For eighteen years me back was bent and in 
pain by reason of the rain and snow falling on 
me, and the terr'ble cold of winter stifiTning me 
in the night," Biddy replied. "An' if God has 
<!ured me now it is His intintion that I may 
live longer to remind Him day and night of 
Lester's wickedness, so that his evil soul may 
tsuffer more and more tormints in Hell, where 
he is." 

"Oh, God wouldn't cure you for that, I feel 
sure, Biddy," murmured Gracie, soothingly. 

"An' besides," argued Jock, tactlessly, but 
more to the point, "what right have ye to say 
that God had a hand in yer cure at all? Sure 
isn't it blasphimy an' witchcraft to be askin' aid 
of an i-ron imidge, that might for all ye know 
have fallen from the top of a gate-post?" 

Biddy-the-Bend raised her head slowly, and 
glared at him, and through him, and around him, 
till his nerve failed, and he sought shelter be- 
hind his companion's back. However, the old 
woman hid her face in her rags again without 
making any remark. 

'Don't mind him, Biddy," said Gracie. "God 
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it was cured yon, snrely. But it couldn't have 
been the statue that did it. It couldn't really P' 

^^I touched it wid my lips, and anointed me- 
self wid clay from around it," Biddy replied in 
querulous obstinacy, ^^and in an hour I was 
cured. Holy water would not cure me, nor 
prayers and fastings, nor relics and shrines, nor 
rosaries and scapilars." 

"I wouldn't say that if I were you," the girl 
remonstrated. "It'll turn the priests on you, 
and people will say you're a witch." 

Biddy, who was called the Bend, and had 
been curved like a bishop's crook, stood up as 
straight as a lath, her multitudinous clothes 
hanging from her in streamers, — a tall and ter- 
rifying figure. 

"I'll say nothin' if I'm not axed," she said, 
solemnly. "If maybe I have axed succour of 
Th' Evil One in my pain and blindness, God will 
have mercy on me on the Day of Judgmint when 
He will have no mercy on John Lester who 
brought me and mine to ruin and sorrow. Go 
now, Gracie Bresnin, and don't mock at me any 
more." 

"We're not mockin' at you, Biddy," Gracie 
declared, earnestly. "We only want to tell you 
that — ^we know something about that statue, 
and it isn't a relic at all. It's only a kind of 
ornament." 

She produced a tiny purse, and choosing, with 
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some qualms^ the solitary piece of silyer from 
among the coppers, tendered it. 

"Here, Biddy," she said. "Take this two- 
shilling bit and promise me not to go making 
people silly with tales of that statue. If you do, 
you^l get me into trouble. I can't tell you how, 
but you wilU^ 

"I'll say nothin' if I'm not axed,'' the old 
woman muttered again. 

6he snatched the coin, and doubling herself up 
into her original attitude, drew the shawl once 
more over her head, and settled into inanima-| 
tion. 

Gracie, not at all satisfied as to the efficacy of 
her bribe, contemplated the forlorn bundle of 
humanity in perplexity for a minute or two, and 
then turned to take counsel of Jock. He, how- 
ever, had already edged some distance away, so 
Gracie, with considerable secret relief, followed 
him. 

"She's a terror standin'," Jock remarked, 
when they were safely beyond even preternat- 
ural earshot. "Begob ! I wouldn't like to be that 
old Lester fellah on the Last Day. She's a 
witch, surely, and that iron limb of Satan is just 
the wan she'd be likely to sthrike up an acquain- 
tance wid." 

"Now look here, Jock," Gracie warned. 
"Don't you go talking such rubbish and spread- 
ing reports. It's all bound to come out, sooner 
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or later^ and you'll suffer for the hand you've 
had in it if the parish is fooled.'' 

"Say what ye like," Jock replied, "there's the 
mir'cle stharing ye in th' face. If th' idle didn't 
cure her, what did?" 

"Anything might have done it," Grade con- 
jectured, crossly. "The hot nights we've been 
having. Or in climbing the wall she may have 
accidently straightened herself out. Or the ex- 
ertion of scrubbing her own back with gravel. 
Anyway, that's what youVe got to say to people 
when you hear them talking. If I hear you've 
been repeating nonsense about a miracle, I'll 
out the lot!" 



CHAPTER VII 

CHARM IN AMBUSH 

MO NULTY, the enemy, fiaving been duly 
victimised, Oracie was anxious to declare 
the incident closed. The rumour of Stephen's 
intended return to Churchtown had reanimated 
in her the sentimental mood, and she was wish- 
ful to abandon farce in favour of romance. 

She remained curiously blind to the part farce 
had played in thus re-combining the amorous 
af&nities. This secondary purpose of her very 
practical joke was at no time explicit to her 
understanding, and in these matters a tincture 
of obscurantism is not only excusable, but even 
to be commended. 

But far from showing signs of subsiding, the 
wonder grew hourly, and Jock had some truly 
alarming developments to record. A pedlar had 
made a ballad out of it, which he was chanting 
at all the cabin doors from Midleton to Castle- 
martyr. A spirit of facetious superstition in- 
vested the marvel, and boys and girls were mak- 
ing pilgrimages in parties to Biddy's Porch, 
thence to Old Turret, to stare from afar at thq 
place where the potent idol was housed. 
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Men in public houses, with that peculiar im- 
passivity of countenance with which the Irish 
peasants love to impart the ridiculous, told one 
another how Biddy would very likely be canon- 
ised, and the story of her martyrdom was re- 
hearsed and generously expanded. Jock, in re- 
counting these evidences of local stir, tried his 
best to imitate the indifference that Oracle as- 
sumed, but with little success. 

"We'd better own up about it before it goes 
too far,*' Oracle said. 

They were idling in the garage, and though 
it was still forenoon, she was dressed in white 
muslin, and wore her patent shoes and a broad 
Panama hat with black streamers that was in- 
tended only for Sundays and garden-parties. 
She was nursing Dikey, and neither the pup nor 
the chauffeur was quite at ease by reason of the 
unfamiliar cooing winsomeness she was practis- 
ing. 

"Ah, for th' Lord's sake don't do that now," 
Jock implored, fervently. "Sure there's never 
been a joke like this since Cork was a county !" 

"It's my opinion you're doing your best to 
make it worse," the girl said suspiciously. "I 
told you not to." 

"I am not," the chauffeur replied. "Sure 
there's no need ! Whativer ye say, for or aginst 
it, makes it worse. An' if ye say nothin' at all 
they know ye're thinkin'! There's factions 
forming in th' town, one for religion and th' 
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other for witchcraft, and they both nearly 
stoned Thady Gnmmings last night because he 
said he was a ration'list !" 

A dangerous twinkle shone for a moment in 
Grade's eyes ; but languor was not to be ousted 
from their limpid depths, and the feet which 
had crossed themselves convulsively at the 
thought of further mischief, uncrossed them- 
selves again demurely. 

"The train ought to be in by this,'' she said. 

"That thrain is often late, and sometimes 
does not run at all," remarked Jock, damped. 
"But it has niver been known yet to arrive 
before 'twas due." 

"We may as well wait out in the sun as here," 
she said. "Come along." 

*What d'ye want to be draggin' me afther ye 
for?" Jock grumbled, following her nevertheless, 
"Sure he won't sthop at all if he sees I'm wid 
ye." 

"I want you to scout and give me warning," 
Gracie explained. "Be a good pal now, Jock — 
do." 

Half-way to the Kilcrone cross-roads they 
halted at a spot at the bottom of the hill, a 
broad, green bank, by the side of the road, where 
violets grew, and half the sheltering hedge was 
honeysuckle, which bloomed here earlier than 
anywhere else. 

Far away, towards Aghada, the pearly sky 
glowed as if a mirage of Gork Harbour might at 
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any moment appear, and the deep-toned woods 
of CaBtle Mary, the bogs of bronze and emerald 
towards Whitewell, the livelier verdnre of the 
meadows and corn-lands nearer at hand, arranged 
themselves harmoniously in the spaces between 
the trees bordering the road, forming framed 
landscapes like Corots with greens instead of 
greys. One had no need to invent excuses for 
being found loitering there. 

"The worst of it is," Gracie remarked, taking 
her bearings before sitting down on the grass, 
"he'll be on us before we know he's coming. I 
tell you what — climb up into that tree, Jock. 
There's a view of the road from that as far as 
our house, anyway." 

"D'ye take me for a monkey, that I am able 
to shin up a trunk that hasn't a twig on it for 
the length of two men?" Jock protested. 

"Twigs!" jeered Gracie. "And what d'ye 
want with twigs when there are knobs like door- 
handles every hand's-breadth ! I climbed that 
tree myself when I was a baby. It's as easy as 
going upstairs!" 

"It's too hot for climbin'," Jock further de- 
murred, after he had examined the tree trunk, 
and convinced himself that the trunk was indeed 
negotiable. "An' besides, if he sits talkin' to 
ye for an hour, or two hours for that matther, 
Where's the comfort for me, perched up there 
like a witch on a broom-stick?" 

"If you stand talking such a lot about it, 
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there won't be time to do anything/' she said> sB 
if that were any just argument against him. 

Jock thereupon scraped about half-heartedly 
with his foot until he found suitable purchase, 
but once fairly started, latent arboreal instincts 
were aroused, and his next remark sounded from 
the topmost crown of the tree. 

"I'll give a whis'le whin I see him," he called.. 

"Right y'are," Gracie replied. 

She had seated herself, paying decorous re- 
gard to the lie of her skirt upon her ankles. In 
her handkerchief were a few chips of dog- 
biscuit, and by means of them she whiled away 
the time teasing Dikey. It was a pretty picture 
and a most cunning ambuscade. 

Everything was so still, the sound of a match 
being struck up aloft was plainly audible, and 
she heard, and saw, the wisp of match-stick drop 
down through the leaves. 

"Jock, ye beggar ! He'll see your smoke !" she 
called up in warning. 

"Faith I wish he could," came the aerial re- 
ply. "For I'm hardly able to see it myself, I 
have that little tobacco !" 

Husbanding the dog-cake, for, in order to 
strengthen the effect of realism, she desired to be 
caught in the act of feeding the pup, Gracie 
eked out the time cheating Dikey with a single 
morsel, until her pet stood and raged at her. 

^^hist !" cried the look-out at last. "There's: 
a side-car coming." 



136 A PAIR OP IDOLS 

Oracle's stout heart made an effort to flutter 
with virginal alarm, but on the whole her deli- 
cious tremors of expectancy had more to do with 
the success of her ruse than with love. 

"Can ye see yet who it is?'' she called, entic- 
ing Dikey into her lap by surrendering the crumb. 

"It's him," said Jock. "There's no one else 
has such clane baggage. It's himself, begob!" 
he added. 

*Whist, then," said Grade. 

The smart trot of a horse and the intermit- 
ten burr of wheels drew rapidly nearer, and in 
another minute a fine polished specimen of 
Ireland's unique chariot broke into the end of 
the ascending yista of trees. The sporting jar- 
vey, sure of a prize fare, was evidently making 
a show of his horseflesh, and the light vehicle 
came swaying down the hill in leaps and bounds, 
to the doubtful pleasure of the passenger, who, 
as Oracle was quick to notice, was abusing the 
conventions by gripping the side rails. 

It was Stephen Pegwynn. Oracle plied Dikey 
with chips of cake faster than he could snatch 
them. 

The car whirled past at the instant their eyes 
met, but a shout from Stephen was echoed in 
whoops from Mike Pheery the carman, and in a 
cloud of dust the equipage stopped, not ten 
yards away. 

The young American vaulted down and strolled 
back towards her, adjusting his Burberry 
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and straightening his cap as he came. He went 
so far as to produce a pair of gloves from a 
pockety and won Gracie's further admiration 
thereby. 

^^Oood morning. Miss Bresnin. No, please 
don't disturb yourself. I'll sit down beside you, 
with your permission," he said, as, with grave 
composure, he lightly clasped and released the 
hand that was offered by the girl, who, bashful, 
could only murmur incoherently something about 
flowers and being pleased to see him. 

"It was my idea to stop awhile at your gate, 
to see if you were about," he continued, as he 
stretched his great limbs lazily on the sward. 
"But this camel-saddle of a buggy took the hill 
with a ski-jump before I could speak. There's 
something fascinating in the sheer per-versity 
in the design of your cabs. Miss Bresnin. 
They're the most difficult convey-ances to stay in 
I've ever seen." 

"Oh, I think you're wrong F^ cried Gracie, 
vivaciously, and when Gracie sparkled, the con- 
fusion of black locks, shining eyes, gleaming 
teeth, blushes and whiteness was dazzling. 
"Irish cars are the grandest on earth. You 
mustn't sit in them. You must ride them. 
They're aZways great fun!" 

"I suppose one ought to regard them in that 
light," he said dubiously. "In America we don't 
expect joy rides in the ordinary way of business. 
There isn't any room. Personally I'm rather 
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Bore. I shall walk the remainder of the way^ now 
that Tm down/' 

^^It's a longish step/' Oracle suggested. 

'Waal, I've got plenty of time," he replied. 
Then, with a change of tone — "Say, what's this 
new lunacy that has befallen my dad — ^have you 
any idea?" 

'TToull be amazeld," Gracie commenced at 
once, rapidly. "They've found an ancient idol in 
a new well on McNulty's land. A Japanese 
idol, it is, your father says. I was speaking 
to him about it yesterday. He's awfnUj funny ! 
And that's not the worst of it. It has cured 
Biddy-the-Bend !" 

Stephen took off his cap, and knitting his 
brows, fingered his stiff hair as if in pain. 

"Wait one moment — please. Miss Bresnin," 
he begged. "Just give me the chief points one 
at a time. I'm beat. Dad has found a Japanese 
idol in a well, has he? Waal, that's astonish- 
ing enough, but not incomprehensible. Now 
what about that Bend you mention?" 

"Oh, that's Biddy," Gracie managed to enun- 
ciate amid thrills of laughter in the highest clef. 

"I'm sorry — I still don't quite see the connec- 
tion," said Stephen, apologetically. 

"Biddy-the-Bend is a poor old beggar-woman 
with a hump-back — now do you «ee?" she ex- 
plained, doubling Dikey into a ball by way of 
illustration. 

"Oh, I see — ^she's bent," said Stephen, who 
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must have been purposely dense. "And some- 
thing has cured her. Shock, I take it?" 

"No-— do please be serious/' the girl pleaded, 
with tears in her eyes. "It's a miracle. The 
idol cured her — ^at least, she says so." 

"This is a study. Ill light a cigar if I 
may," the young American said. "Biddy-the- 
Bent finds a Japanese idol in a well. If I was 
my dad, I'd want to know what she was doing 
down that well." 

"She didn't find it. She wasn't down the 
well," Gracie hastened to correct him. "Be- 
sides, she isn't Biddy-the-Ben*. She's Biddy-the- 
Bend. And she's straight now, anyway. Some- 
body else found it, and showed it to her, and 
she was cured on the spot. Oh, but I'm forget- 
ting! You mustn't say that." 

"It's not the kind of statement I'd willingly 
make. Miss Bresnin," he said. 

"She's cured right enough, though, because 
I've seen her," Gracie asserted. "But of course 
the idea of a miracle is absurd. Whatever it 
was, it couldn't have been that So we mustn't 
let it get about." 

"So my dad's lastest mania is miracles?" 

"Not exactly. It's palaeontology," she replied^ 
bubbling. "You see, it was found in a Quater- 
nian deposit." 

"It's all quite clear now, thank you," Stephen 
said. "Kindly don't complicate it. Did my dad 
seem very keen on it, could you tell me?" 
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"Oh yes ! He said he wasn't going to budge." 

Stephen grunted, but Grade, observing 
through her eyelashes, saw that he did not ap- 
pear annoyed. 

**He believes it's theft," she went on. "He 
says he's going to hire an inquiry agent. Will 
you mind very much if he stays on here?" 

"Not a bit," he answered readily. "It's purely 
dad's business. He's managing the tour, not I. 
Borne will have to be written o£f, I dare say. 
But we'll have time to do Paris all right" 

"I should love to go to Paris !" 

The vehemence of her wish was such, she 
squeezed Dikey, who squealed and barked. 

"Never been?" Stephen queried. 

"Never." 

"Nice sort of place," remarked he, listlessly. 
"Change from New York." 

His deficiency of interest in things generally, 
his slightly dispirited air and mild cynicism 
were, conjointly, as near melancholy as a blond 
male of his size could be expected to descend. 
Still working the romantic vein, Oracle suddenly 
bethought herself of the vagaries of love as a 
possible interpretation of his state. What more 
likely than that he should have come to Europe 
to break himself of an unfortunate attachment? 
She decided to probe. 

"But America must be great fun, too?" she 
hazarded. 

"Fun is about the word," Stephen agreed. 
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after giving the matter careful consideration. 
"Fun is our makeshift for pleasure. We don't 
understand pleasure in America^ as you do on 
this side — ^too much noise and pace.*' 

Obviously there were no symptons of nostal- 
gia. Hereabouts the brushwood gave gradually 
beneath the weight of his shoulders until his 
head was pillowed at a comfortable angle^ and 
he sighed with satisfaction. 

'TTou're happy enough here," he said, combin- 
ing statement and interrogation as his habit 
was. 

"Oh yes," she murmured, her tone affirming 
nothing beyond philosophic resignation. 

Immediately she had spoken, the idea was con- 
ceived, not out of her own modest nature, but 
possibly through the mysterious function of 
intuition, that he, on his part, was sounding her 
heart, to see if it were whole and unmortgaged. 
Knowing no reason why he should be deceived 
as to her loneliness and discontent, she added — 

"There's not very much to do, you know. 
Hardly anybody to talk to, and dreadfully dull 
sometimes, in winter." 

By this time Mike Pheery, tiring of tactful 
self-effacement, had turned the car, and was 
slowly bringing it back toward the bank. He 
was a greasy, bearded man of great girth and 
astounding agility. Oracle hated him because 
he always looked dirty, and more or less be- 
longed to McNulty's domestic staff. She felt 



142 A PAIR OF IDOLS 

an increajsed dislike for him when he deliberately 
drove into a line with them, and drew up, grin- 
ing and touching his hat, but not looking in 
their direction, 

'here's your car come back for you/' she 
BBxdy since Stephen took no notice of the inters 
ruption, but continued to contemplate the sky 
through smoke-rings. 

"I'm through with that cab,'' the young man 
said to Pheery. "Go right away. Take the 
luggage on. I'm walking." 

Mike Pheery grinned again, tried, but failed, 
to catch Grade's eye, touched his hat> and bowled 
off in a sea of opalescent dust. 

"I suppose it is I'm run down," Stephen said, 
renewing the conversation. "I've jiist come out 
of three years' cramming and coaching, finishing 
with a prolonged third-degree inquisition — ^all for 
an engineer's diploma. My brain, such as it is, 
is on vacation — ^trying to get rid of its knots 
and bulges. My ideal just now is qui-escence. 
Consequently, Miss Bresnin, I can't sympathise 
with you as much as I ought. It seems to me 
that, situated here, you ought to be happy." 

Grade was indeed quite happy at the moment, 
and would have been still happier had her com- 
panion been sitting up and looking at her. She 
was never satisfied that she was conveying her 
meaning properly unless she was able to en- 
force her words by bodily pantomime and the 
ty-play of her eyes. 
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She determined, therefore, to disturb her com- 
panion's boasted "qui-eseence." With great cun- 
ning and adroitness, using a trick of the fingers 
known to all who have played marbles, she fired 
a corner of dog-cake into the moss close beside 
Stephen's ear, and unleashed Dikey after it. 

Dikej yapped and leapt, and next instant 
was delving and rummaging in the moss with all 
four feet at once, growling and barking mean- 
while furiously. Grade lost no time in grap- 
pling him, but not before he had spumed up 
scraps of twigs and dead moss into the face of 
the recumbent gentlei^an, who sat up smartly, 
rubbing his eyes. 

"Zitz!" he exclaimed "What's he scented 
—a rat?" 

"I suppose so," answered she. "I'm awfully 
—quiet, quiet, Dikey ye blackguard — ^I'm awfully 
sorry !" 

Crouching to improvise with her arms and 
knees a kind of cage for the irreconcilable pup — 
who seemed to have become multiplied into sev- 
eral animals, each of rubber and galvanised 
springs — she managed, nevertheless, to depict in 
her face and eyes an expression of such sweet 
repentance (mingled, however, with a suggestion 
of delightful mischievousness, that was only ask- 
ing permission to disport itself openly) that Ste- 
phen was arrested in his intention to reassume 
his reposeful posture, and, instead, he shifted 
himself higher up the bank, where the quick-set 
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hedge afforded his back more vertical support. 

^'Yon see what I mean?" he commented^ comi- 
cally plaintive. "There is no peace anywhere! 
The whole world con-spires to keep a fellow 
moving." 

By this tactical success Oracle was enabled 
to bring the full power of her profile upon him ; 
and countenances that approximate to the Clas- 
sical type^ and even improve upon it, as, it has 
been contended, Oracle's did, are viewed to most 
advantage in profile. She was sensible, now, of 
the young man's gaze, and during the next 
few minutes, utilising and further stimulat- 
ing Dikey's restlessness, she gave a merciless 
display of her beauty at all angles and inclina- 
tions. She even contrived an excuse to fling off 
her hat and whisk aside her hair, so that he 
might admire the contour of her head and neck, 
and, if he were inquisitive, the shape of her ears. 

It was just a game, sufficient in itself, and 
independent of ulterior motives. It was a girl's 
instinctive vengeance upon a young man who 
had dared once to look upon her charms with 
indifference. That the spell worked was quite 
obvious without inspection of the victim. Ste- 
phen's drawl was less accentuated, his phraseo- 
logy was less fluent, and he introduced a note 
of deference. Once, quite inappropriately to 
what was being said, he uttered a sound as if 
he had been holding his breath to the point of 
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suffocation. It was so nearly a sigh that Oracie 
started and blushed, and made an unprovoked 
attack upon Dikey, who was now a tired paci- 
fist. 

Meanwhile conversation had not languished. 
Stephen had apparently awakened suddenly to 
the possibilities of pleasure there are in talking 
about oneself to a sympathetic listener. At first 
his remarks were of the half-facetious, semi- 
cynical order peculiar to his degree and time of 
life. Afterwards his talk degenerated into a 
confession — ^a confession of weakness and sur- 
feit with a hint of clumEfy groping after things 
spiritual and aesthetic far beyond his range. 

Oracle took it for granted that the finer aspir- 
ations he touched upon were beyond her scope 
also, and thought it wiser to confine herself to 
dulcet exclamations and soft, encouraging mono- 
qrllables — holding Dikey in reserve in case of 
emergency. 

Occasionally she stole side glances at her com- 
panion, without ever challenging his gaze di- 
rectly ; but once, when he was very intent on what 
he was saying, and, after his father's manner, 
was looking down his cigar as a marksman looks 
along his rifle, she ventured to examine him in 
detail. 

He was plainly an out-of-doors man, for 
weather had worked havoc with the skin of 
his face, which itself was fined down to its angu- 
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lar outlines by fitness, and was beginning to 
show traces of that peculiar greyness which 
characterises male American complexions. 

She did not care much for his straw-coloured 
hair, nor for his ejelasheSi which were sandy. 
But his grey-blue eyes were clear, humorous 
and confident, and his mouth was just a mouth — 
a purely utilitarian aperture, cut to facilitate 
talk and whimsical expressions while holding 
lengthy cigars. In a word, it was not a mouth 
that caused one to think of kisses, and Gracie did 
not think of them — ^which was as it should have 
been. 

She found something to admire in the quality 
and upkeep of his teeth, and in the neat way his 
hair bounded his temples and rectangular brow. 
His hands were powerful, and had sandy hair 
on their backs. She did not dislike them, al- 
though she had thought her predilection was for 
delicate, artistic hands. In build he was leaner 
and stiffer than the typical Irish athlete, but 
there was nothing to criticise. Generally speak- 
ing he was nice to be near, and she put him down 
an altogether pleasant person. 

Inside half an hour she had learnt a very great 
deal about his more soulful aspects, and would 
surely have gathered some information as to his 
everyday habits and conduct of life but for a 
trifling accident that came within an ace of be- 
traying the whole plot. 

During the first real silence that occurred, a 
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halt in the dialogue, only momentary, but suffi- 
cient, perhaps, to warn them both that a certain 
introductory stage had been accomplished, a 
slight rustling sound was heard in the tree 
above them. The patter was not louder than a 
small twig would make in slipping down from 
bough to bough, and Stephen, who could not 
have looked In that direction without great 
effort, paid no attention to it, if indeed he heard 
it 

Gracie, however, suddenly, and for the first 
time remembering Jock and his doubtless 
cramped situation, raised her eyes, just in time 
to see another match-stick overbalance from the 
edge of a leaf, and tumble to the ground. 

Unfortunately the upward jerk of her head at- 
tracted the notice of Dikey, who likewise per- 
ceived the falling match. Instantly he scurried 
forward in an attempt to catch it, and, failing 
that, commenced to bark at the man who had 
thrown it down, and even made comically futile 
attempts to scale the sheer trunk. His mistress 
called him, and threatened him, but he refused 
to obey, and bounded and barked more furiously 
than ever. He was out of her reach, and she was 
loth to arise ; but there was nothing else for it, 
so up she got. 

'^What's the trouble ?'' Stephen inquired. 
"Something up the tree?^* 

Gracie, chasing the pup, made no reply. In 
the midst of his doubles and leaps to evade her. 
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Dikey continiied to yelp at the tree-top, and only 
when the American intervened, on all fours, and 
cut off his retreat, did he surrender himself, 
cringingly, to his mistress, who, in her alarm 
and vexation, locked his head under her arm, 
and chastised him severely. 

"Now will you be naughty?" she cried, slap- 
ping him. "Now will you? Now?'' 

"Don't wallop the little beast,'* Stephen 
pleaded. "He only did his duty. There's some 
one up that tree, for a dollar ! What's that — ^a 
match?" 

He pointed to the ground, and there, conspicu- 
ous on the grass at Oracle's feet, lay the white 
match-stick! With extraordinary presence of 
mind she snatched it up, glanced at it, and jerked 
it over the hedge. 

"Possibly," she said. "One of yours, I sup- 
pose." 

"I thought, perhaps, it might have come down 
from the tree," he remarked. "The tramps in 
these parts don't roost in trees by any chance? 
No? Waal, there's nothing funny in the notion. 
They don't in America, either, but I am given 
to understand that they do in Australia. Do you 
mind if I sluig a rock up there — ^just to see?" 

"Oh, Where's the use of that!" Oracle mur- 
mured, faint with horror. "No Irish beggar- 
man would lower himself by climbing a tree. 
Come along, and I'll go a piece of the road 
with you." 
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Extremity had thrown her off her guard mo- 
mentarily, and she made the proposal with a 
boldness and an air of camaraderie that brought 
a blush of shame to her cheeks as soon as she 
heard herself utter the words. Stephen, how- 
ever, seemed mightily flattered and pleased, and 
when she had accompanied him for a half a mile 
it was as much as she could do to deter him from 
escorting her all the way back. 

"If I've shortened the way for you, as you 
say I have,'* she countered his argument, "it 
will only undo the good work for you to tramp 
it all over again, twice more. Besides being 
silly." 

"That^s another point," remarked Stephen, 
Apropos their late discussion on the tyranny of 
conventions. "People will never let a man be 
silly when he wants to." 

"Men often get their way, though, don't they," 
Oracle said, cocking one eye at him from behind 
Dikey's ears. "Go on to Churchtown, now, and 
find out for yourself all about the new mystery." 

"I may hope to see you again — often?" 

"Oh, I'm always about." 

"Can't we fix up a day for sure — ^to-morrow, 
say?" 

"Perhaps," she said, only partially resisting a 
temptation to wrinkle her nose at him. "I hate 
appointments. Ton have only to come along 
this road, and you're bound to catch sight of me, 
if you really want to." 



150 A PAIR OP IDOLS 

^^Hencef orth this is my beat/' he declared. 

"Good-bye," said Gracie. 

**Good-bye — for the present," he returned. 

And they parted smiling upon one another, 
and haying drawn apart some hundred yards, 
of one accord, they turned and smiled again, 
and waved their hands. 

Arrived once more at the good-omened bank, 
she came upon Jock, who, in a morose humour, 
was rubbing the green juices of leaves out of 
his breeches. 

^'Nixt time," he said, "ye'U do your billin' an' 
cooin' alone, begob. For if it's a pleasure to you 
to sit lis'nin' to that dhronin' wind-bag, it's 
no pleasure to me to sit squazed in a fork the 
size of an ass's waist." 

"Jock, ye bad fellah !" said Gracie, aggrieved 
on her part. "Ye nearly exposed me, throwing 
that match!" 

*Taith, thin, ye were lucky it wasn't me boot 
I thrun," the youth rejoined, "the way I was feel- 
ing." 

At bedtime, while Moira was officiating as 
lady's maid, a duty over which she was wont to 
linger, fondly, her opinion was invited on all that 
had passed. She was already in possession of 
practically a verbatim report of the American's 
conversation, which Gracie had repeated while 
her hair was being brushed, interpolating some 
valuable descriptive notes and commentary. 
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Moira's yerdict on the proceedings so far was, 
on the whole, roseate. 

"But ye can niver tell what sort of iffict ye've 
had on a man till afther he's spint a night 
dhramin' about ye/' she wound up by saying. 
"An' this wan will dhrame about ye to-night, 
sure, sleepin' or waMn', an' if he's goin' to fall 
in love wtid ye at all, he'll be showin' sthrong 
signs of it the nixt time ye meet." 



CHAPTER VIII 

THE VOICE OP AUTHORITY 

TO take tea with Justin Maher was to par- 
ticipate in an Aesthetic rite. He had the 
true Oriental respect for the decoction as a 
drugy and as Gracie regarded it, Irish fashion, 
simply as a beverage, and drank vast quantities 
of it, she was not often to be found within the 
precincts of "Dagonrhu'^ when Justin gave the 
signal to Jinny by drumming on one or other of 
the several gongs, the finest of which hung in the 
garden pagoda. 

That afternoon, however, she was in a mood 
favourable to quietness and recollection, and the 
development of her romance had removed her far 
above the sway of any such gross appetite as 
thirst. Indeed, at luncheon she was already fin- 
ical, invoking thereby her mother's anxious in- 
quiry and her father's banter. 

Moreover, at such times as she deigned to pre- 
side at his tea-table, Justin Maher always 
brought out a special service of real Chinese por- 
celain, which was so beautiful and fragile, you 
could not handle it without becoming gentle 
and loving. Then there was a lacquer tray that 
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had all the scenes of a complete Chinese love- 
story figured upon it in gold and mother-of-pearl, 
and a tiny, perfect urn of silver, which was to 
be hers when the owner died — as^they never 
failed to repeat to one another^ gleefully, when- 
ever it was brought into use. 

Gracie therefore took tea with Justin Maher, 
and afterwards stayed on to assist him in pick- 
ing and assorting rose-leaves for the purpose of 
distilling essence, — ^an art he practised annually 
at her solicitation, and for her sole profit. 
They were thus engaged, chatting, meanwhile, or 
musing, just as they felt inclined, when the 
garden gate was rudely thrust open by the butt 
of a riding stock, and its place taken by the 
familiar white shirt-front and black ass-like head 
of Canon Twohey's cob. 

"Are ye there, Justin?'^ spake the matchless 
voice. 

"I am, and pleased to see you," Justin Maher 
replied, winking at Gracie, who wrinkled her 
nose atrociously, and pouted. 

"Then just step here and hold Randy's head 
whUe I get down," said the Canon invisible. 

There was little need for the safeguard, for 
poor Randy, by dint of long practice, had ac- 
quired a knack of anatomical rigidity, and 
though he shook somewhat, and gave sensibly 
while his master was dismounting, no timber 
vaulting-horse would have borne the ponderous 
gymnastic half so stiffly. Then he was thrust 
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aside and the Canon himself filled first the gate- 
w.ay, and then the entire stage. 

Seated^ Canon Twohey was extraordinarily 
like a frog. The resemblance extended to his 
face, with its enormous^ pursed, up-lifted mouth, 
negligible nose, and protuberant eyes, and the 
way his chin rose practically out of his chest, 
without any intermediate stage that could be 
called a neck, affiliated him still more closely to 
the raninoid batrachians. 

Physical disabilities notwithstanding, the 
Canon was a man of saintly, energetic character 
and considerable intellectual endowment. His 
personality dominated his own and adjacent par- 
ishes like a spiritual mountain. In his scarred 
beaver, and rusty, snuff-stained black he would 
have overawed and quelled a whole consistory 
of scarlet cardinals, — ^which is, perhaps, the rea- 
son why the Hierarchy viewed him with such 
notorious disfavour, and had left him in ob- 
scurity for twenty-five years, as incongruous a 
spectacle as an express locomotive performing 
shunting duties in a country siding. 

It was when he opened his mouth in speech 
that his true function was revealed. He was a 
specialised instrument, if ever a man was, a 
human trumpet, a voice. At Mass, irreverent 
boys in the aisles used to listen for the vibra- 
tions of the windows when he sang; and should 
the Offertory piece prove too long, as was usually 
the case, the thunder of his "Peromina saecula 
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saecolorum" at the Preface out-blasted the whole 
strength of the organ as easily as a lion's roar 
would overwhelm a concertina. 

In song this voice's range was limited to the 
half a dozen essential notes of Batisbon chant, 
and in preaching and talking it was incapable of 
minor inflections and nice cadences, — naturally, 
on account of the tremendous force and volume 
of wind required to set such chords in motion. 
But it was a magnificent, a regal voice, of a 
richness in humorous phases like bubbling tar; 
in fervour like the music of the tide resounding 
in submarine caverns. 

At the sight of Gracie his convexity stirred 
in such a manner as to suggest a courtly bow no 
longer physically possible, and he bestowed upon 
her the look of humorous, affectionate disap- 
proval he kept for all the naughty little girls 
in his charge. Gracie, after returning his greet- 
ing with a confused murmur, went and partly 
concealed herself amid the roses; for she had 
never quite rid herself of the terror the Canon 
had inspired in her at the baptismal font. 

"Your roses are doing very well this year, 
Justin," the Canon commented, looking about 
him. 

"They are that," Mr. Maher replied. "We've 
had wind, sun and rain in the right sequence 
and proportion, with a sharp nip of frost in sea- 
son to discourage the pest. And how's your own 
garden getting along, Canon?" 
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*^Och! What would grow in my bit of yard 
but stones/' Canon Twohey replied. "It's so 
placed, 'tis like a kiln in the sun, and a cistern in 
the rain ! And it's little time I have to tend it, 
either. Never on Ood's holy earth was there 
such a bothersome parish as this one, considering 
the few there are left in it, and they most of 
them beyond an age when temptation is decent. 
jYe've heard the latest tit-bit of tomfoolery? 
The whole parish is a-gape with it." 

"Sullivan tells me that McNulty has dug up a 
relic of great age and religious importance/' 
replied Justin Maher. "No less than a miracu- 
lous statue of St. Fin Barre." 

"Which Sullivan is it says that?" 

"The elder, I think it was — Sullivan pdre/^ 

"Then I'll ring the ould omadaun^s neck," 
trumpeted the Canon. "I'll excommunicate him. 
Where is he?" 

Gracie heard a rustle among the lettuces be- 
hind the ivy trellis, a gate-latch rebounded again 
and again against its socket, and she knew, as 
well as if she could see him, that Sullivan the 
miracle-monger had taken flight. 

"St. Fin Barre indeed !" explained the Canon, 
rendering in those few words a perfect exposition 
of oratorical indignation. 

Then, taking snuff, he commenced to chuckle. 
It was like the preliminary rumble of thunder, 
which presently broke with a rending clap of 
laughter. 
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"St. Fin Barre !" he reiterated, "D'ye happen 
to have seen it, Justin?" 

"No, I haven't been that way yet." 

"It's a little bit of a sinful idol not half the 
size of that stool," the Canon said. "A copper 
abortion, and a good enough likeness, I've no 
doubt, of one of the Arch-Fiend's satellites. But 
the evil lies in the attribution to it of miraculous 
powers. That beldame Biddy Callaghan has rid 
herself of the lumbago, or whatever it is has kept 
her doubled up like a horseshoe, and she's mak- 
ing capital out of God's goodness, and filling the 
minds of ignorant people with extravagant non- 
sense. She says 'twas the idol cured her, and 
though I have threatened her with all the tor- 
ments of eternal damnation she remains obdu- 
rate in her blasphemous error. We'll have 
to put her away into an asylum, or the 
whole county will be contaminated with devil- 
worship." 

"Is it as bad as that?" said Justin Maher. 

"It is, and worse," the priest replied. "For 
between me and you and the gate-post, what in 
the name of God was it that cured her at all? 
Dr. Murtagh tells me that the middle articles of 
her spine have been cemented together for ten 
years or more, in a way ye couldn't tell where 
one vertebra began and another ended, and now 
she's as lithe and limber as that child there!" 

"Strange!" murmured Justin Maher. "I re- 
member hearing just such another case in — er — 
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Pekda, I think it was, when I was deputising 
there, many, many years ago." 

"Ah, Justin, Justin," the Canon reflected 
sagely. "There's a lot of queer influences 
abroad in the world yet. And the spawning- 
ground of all mystery, good and evil, is that 
East of yours. I have never felt much real en- 
mity towards poor benighted sects of Christian- 
ity, whether Anglicanism, or Lutheranism, or 
Methodism, or Presbyterianism, even. But I 
dread the Devil. He is the enemy, not only of 
Holy Church, but of all mankind. He is over- 
looked these days, for he has taken to himself a 
disguise that cheats the best of us. We are out 
hunting for a tall gentlemen in red tights, with 
a feather in his cap, and cloven feet, and a forked 
tail protruding through a slit in his nether gar- 
ments. That's a mistake, and we are more like 
to discern him in machinery, or Militarism, or 
Capitalism, or Art. Faith I think it is as an 
Artist the Devil is now roaming the world with 
his attendant imps. Or may be it is as a Schol- 
ar he is alluring young and old to the study 
of his own vain records. But whatever shape or 
form he takes, he'll obtain no footing in Sloyne 
as long as I'm here — ^ye may take that from me." 

"I wouldn't myself be willing to cede such a 
large tract of human territory to his Satanic 
Majesty," said Justin Maher. "I think it is go- 
ing a little too far to identify, as you seem to do, 
the whole dynamic element in human nature with 
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evil, and to bless only that which is apparently 
static and familiar. For to my thinking there 
is nothing static in the universe, but only un- 
ceasing action and reaction, cycles of chaos and 
order, alternating epochs* of disruption and la- 
borious synthesis." 

"Cycles of fiddlesticks, man,*' reverberated the 
Canon. "Where's your religion? Of what sig- 
nificance is the ROck of Peter unless it stands un- 
shaken and eternal amid the flux you speak 
of? But in this matter I give you up. I 
leave you to God. I just dropped in to ask 
you to step down to McNulty's and have a look 
at his heathen image. Not for the sake of idle 
curiosity, mind ye! But as a connoisseur and 
recognised authority on such vanities, to help 
me to stamp on this foolery before it gets out of 
hand. If the London newspapers get scent of 
the business, they'll have snapshots of me in 
their mis-begotten picture-papers, and I'll have 
the Bishop on me track, and be disgraced for 
ever. Now just, like a good fellow, get your hat, 
and trot down to Churchtown, and prove to Mc- 
Nulty what a fool he is. For in my opinion the 
thing was manufactured in Birmingham, and 
bought by some one for a few shillings at a fancy 
bazaar." 

"I admit I'd like very much to see the object 
myself," Justin Maher said, demurring. *^But 
unfortunately there's an outstanding ^" 

"I know, I know all about that," interrupted 
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the Canon, with a largeness of voice and gesture 
sufficient to transcend a thousand such triviali- 
ties. '^But now you have a chance, and he has 
a chance, to exercise a little Christian charity for 
once, and let bygones be bygones. Oo and knock 
at his door this very eyening as if no ill-feeling 
had ever existed between ye, and if the liverish 
ould Tartar doesn't behave himself in a proper 
manner — ^just tell me !" 

"I'd do anything to please you. Canon Two- 
hey," the other declared. "And if you'll do 
something to ensure me a friendly reception " 

"Man, I'm just come from talking to him!" 
the Canon fulminated, hoisting himself from the 
complaining chair. "He's aching to welcome ye. 
Simply aching ! Now be oflf with ye !" 

"Not to-night. Canon," pleaded Justin Maher. 
"I've been on my legs all day, and I'm tired. 
We'll see how the land lies in the morning. Why 
not bring McNulty here? He owes me the first 
advances, at least." 

"Och! They're like a pair of sulky school- 
boys, the two of 'em, ould men as they are," said 
the Canon to Grade, who edged into view as 
the priest was stalking, penguin-wise, towards 
the gate. "Good evening to ye both, God bless 
ye." 

Bandy came up as obediently as a dog when he 
was called, and bracing himself meekly to receive 
his vast burden, ambled off with most of the les 
movements of a canter, but none of the pace. 
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^'Now this i8 a coincidence, Gracie !" exclaimed 
Justin Maher^ when they had returned, hand-in- 
handy to the central rose-alley. 

^What is, daddy?'' 

"Why, Biddy being cured, supposedly, by an 
idol, and I being called in to adjudicate," he said 
reminiscently. "It happened exactly that way 
in Pekda, — ^yes, it was Pekda, a village not far 
from Bangoon — ^twenty-two, twenty-three, — 
nearly twenty-five years ago. In that instance, 
too, it was an old woman, a native domestic, who 
had lost her sight. She was in the service of 
an Eurasian, whose valuable museum of objects 
appertaining to ancient Oriental worship I often 
visited, and when her sight returned to her one 
morning, quite suddenly, nothing would persuade 
her that it was not by virtue of one of the many 
idols in the house. She had, it appeared, been 
offering incense to the whole collection, turn by 
turn, for several months, but to me, in confidence, 
she singled out the one image in particular to 
whose potency she ascribed her cure. Unfor- 
tunately my Eurasian friend possessed a replica 
of the idol in question, and to test her, he changed 
them about, until at last neither he nor she could 
say to which of them it was she had probably 
prayed in her blindness. Eventually I acquired 
both the idols, and I have them still. I'll show 
them to you, if you'll wait a moment." 

The story, with its mixture of Eastern mystery 
and recognisable realism, was of the kind that 
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Oracle liked best. Mr. Maher was a storehouse 
of such anecdotes, but he had this grave and 
unusnal falling, that he always made them too 
short. It was always necessary for her to tra- 
verse his narratives at the close, and by judi- 
cious priming and heckling to get him to clothe 
his rare chronicles in adequate Oriental colours 
and glow. 

Therefore a dozen leading-questions were 
struggling for precedence on the tip of her tongue 
long before Mr. Maher had completed the skele* 
ton of his story. But the shock of his final sen- 
tences paralysed all her faculties, and when he 
turned to her for comment, he found her star- 
ing at him dumbfounded and in utter dismay. 

^^Don't you agree that it is a strange coinci- 
dence ?'' he asked. 

Oracle moistened her lips with her tongue, 
worked her eyelids, and pulled her ear-lobes, 
seeking by such measures to re-start the sus- 
pended mechanism of her mind and body. 

"The same ones!" she gulped. 

"The very same," he replied. "One of them 
has mislaid a very valuable eye in the course of 
his travels, but otherwise they are whole and 
hearty, and as comical in their way as Tweedle- 
dum and Tweedledee. I'll bring them out to 
amuse you." 

Once more Oracle's nimbleness of resource 
saved her. Playing the tomboy to avoid suspi- 
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cion^ she pounced upon the old gentleman whilst 
he was in the act of rising from his chair, and 
thrust him rudely back among his pillows. 

"Don't you bother," she said, with a master- 
fulness her quaking heart belied. "I'll fetch 
them. I like rummaging among your curiosi- 
ties. Just tell me where they are," she added as 
a deceiving afterthought. 

"Do, if you like," said Justin Maher, retaining 
momentarily one of the hands that had over-bal- 
anced him. "You'll find them hidden under some 
fragments of embroidery and bead-work in the 
wooden box beside the bookcase. They will be 
rather heavy for you. Perhaps you had better 
bring one at a time." 

"Oh, I'll manage," she cried, already tripping 
away down the path. 

The crucial moment was past. Grade fore- 
saw no diflftculty in making one idol serve in- 
stead of two, so long as Daddy Maker kept 
where he was, for his whims lacked persistence, 
especially in the face of obstacles, and she knew 
a hundred different ways of baffling him. 

She was, however, still nervous lest he should 
follow on her heels, in order to supervise the 
search in the interests of his less robust treas- 
ures, and for that reason she fell to work upon 
the cedar box with feverish energy and haste. 
Such vigorous leverage was exerted on the lid, 
it almost slid to the floor, and then, having 
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thrust both arms into the receptacle, the very 
first considerable object she lighted on was the 
twin brother of the pseudo St. Fin. 

She did not pause to admire him, but swing- 
ing him by the mouth, as she had swung his 
unfortunate fellow a few days before, she raced 
with him back to the end of the garden. 

"Ah ! child !^' cried Justin Maher, starting up 
anxiously. "Don't, for Heaven's sake, carry him 
that way! You'll pull all the teeth out of his 
head!" 

"Done now," said she, callously, setting the 
heavy thing down on the grass with a grievous 
bump. 

"Oh, dear me, be careful, Grade !" murmured 
Mr. Maher, taking it up tenderly, and depositing 
it upon the tea-table. "These toys of mine are 
much too old for such treatment. Say, now, isn't 
he a bonny little fellow?" 

Grade's policy was indiflference, yet had it not 
been for the exceptional gravity of the situation 
she could never have pursued it. The metallic 
imp was noticeably less malicious than his twin« 
thanks to the complementary eye and additional 
teeth, but the concentrated hilarity he expressed 
was even more infectious. 

"It hurt my hand," she pouted, with a petu- 
lant imitation whimper, at the same time making 
a great show of sucking out the indentations the 
teeth of the idol had made in her flesh — ^not 
because she was in pain, but from the ulterior mo- 
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tive which she furthered by the disparaging re- 
mark : ^^I don't think much of him. I think he's 
an objectionable little hrute/^ 

"Ah, but wait till you see the pair of them to- 
gether side by side!" urged the old gentleman, 
carefully wiping the dust from his treasure with 
a silk handkerchief. "They'll make you laugh, I 
can tell you! This is Tweedledee. Tweedle-. 
dum has only one eye, but he is my favourite." 

Gracie yawned — a fine theatrical gape. 

"I'm not inter-ested," she said. "I want my 
rose essence." 

"I'm sorry," murmured Justin Maher. "I im- 
agined Tweedleedum and Tweedledee would cer- 
tainly capture your fancy. However, well just 
leave him here nicely tucked up, and get on with 
our business." 

So speaking he began to wrap the idol in his 
bandana, his obvious intention being to restore 
it to its resting place with his own hands at his 
leisure. That, of course, Gracie could not coun- 
tenance. Therefore she snatched the handker- 
chief out of his hands, and stuffed it securely 
into one of his pockets. 

"No, let's get the beastly thing out of the 
light," she said then, seizing the idol. "You get 
on with the roses, while I put it back where it 
was." 

"Oh, very well, very well," concurred the old 
gentleman, meekly. "Do just as you wish — ^now 
as always, you baby ! How restless and uneasy 
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you are in yourself to-day! But I wouldn^t 
carry it as if it were a dead rabbit, if I were you. 
Let it lie in your arms — so— like a dolly. And 
you needn't trouble to replace the lid. I'll do 
that when I go in." 

"Will you really !" muttered she to herself, as 
she hurried off. 

Then, when the vexatious object was duly laid 
in its sarcophagus, and she had wrestled suc- 
cessfully with the lid, she blew forth a sigh of 
relief, and added : 

"That's done, anyhow.^' 

Nevertheless her peace of mind was gone, 
irrecoverably. The projected conference be- 
tween McNulty and Mr. Maher oppressed her 
with a sense of impending doom. From this 
hour she began to conjecture fretfully upon all 
the possible evil consequences of her misdeed, 
and to magnify the more questionable aspects of 
the adventure, those that her parents would 
judge disgraceful, namely, the midnight forays 
with Jock, and the trespass on McNulty's land ; 
and that which would shock Daddy Maher par- 
ticularly, her abuse of the liberty he allowed her 
in his house, and her reckless disregard for the 
safety of one of his most prized possessions. 

Twice during the next half hour, which they 
spent assorting rose-leaves, she was on the point 
of open confession. Each time her heart failed 
her. Not altogether because she was afraid of 
Daddy Maher — ^penitence, with a suspicion of 
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tears and the saving grace of shy affection had 
never yet failed to turn away his wrath — ^but 
there was Stephen Pegwynn to consider. 

She would rather the painful revelation came, 
as come it must^ when Stephen was gone. To 
the unprejudiced observer the whole affair was 
undeniably funny from beginning to end, and 
there was sure to be much laughter when the 
facts came to light. And she did not wish 
Stephen to laugh at her any more, or to have 
further cause to regard her merely as a comical 
person. 

But it was not her nature to await passively 
the blows of misfortune. The more desperate 
her straits, the livelier her brain became in the 
production of ingenious expedients. Shy and 
even timid in normal circumstances, she never- 
theless seemed to command a reserve of courage 
and effrontery to meet every sore occasion. The 
idea in this instance was in every way equal to 
the urgency of her need, and the instant resolve 
that accompanied it marked a truly heroic pitch 
of boldness. 

"We've got enough of each sort now," she said 
suddenly. "And I want to go home and tidy my- 
self. Don't begin at them without me, will 
you?" 

^'What would make me do that?" replied he. 

So they took perfunctory leave of one another 
— perfunctory, because in all such matters he 
was obliged to take his cue from her ; while she 
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was accustomed to dispense wherever possible 
with the whole list of social formalities whose 
cowardly object it is to achieve a pleasant foot- 
ing without having to brave the peril of natural- 
ness. 

Beaching home, she darted into her room a 
charming minx in muslin, to reappear within 
five minutes a devil-may-care horsewoman; so 
that the alteration could hardly have been nearly 
so radical as it looked. 

The better to escape observation, it being an 
unaccustomed hour for a ride, she tip-toed across 
the landing, and down the first, and shorter, 
fiight of stairs. The long flight had a beautiful 
smooth bannister, and the descent could, there- 
fore, always be negotiated at express speed with 
the minimum noise. Poising her person ele- 
gantly at the top of the steep chute, she lifted 
her heels, which in a flash came neatly to earth 
again, on the mat at the foot of the stairs. 

Proceeding to the yard by way of the kitchen, 
she there summoned Jock by a piercing call, and 
with him hastened to the garage, where the pair 
of them saddled Nell in record time. 

"By gosh!" Jock gasped when, breathlessly, 
she had adumbrated her purpose. ^TTe'U — ^ye'U 
go sthraight up t^ him. Gor! I wouldn't be 
you for five pounds !" 

"D'ye suppose I care a snap for himr she 
said, contemptuously. "That's the part of it 
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that doesn't worry me at all. The thing is, 
how'll I come at him if the Yanks are with him? 
It's his time to be out, anyway, isn't it?" 

"He goes down to the post every day of his 
life before his dinner, or supper — ^whativer it is 
he calls the male it takes him from sundown to 
bedtime to ate," Jock replied. "If it's a dhry 
day he walks, an' if it's soft he rides, for it isn't 
letthers he's afther, but only to prepare his 
bowels against his gluttony." 

"I'll have a shot at him," the girl said reso- 
lutely. "He can only be rude, and if I fail I'll 
go to bed, and stay there till it's all over. Here, 
gimme a lift. I'm off !" 

Biding Nell pitilessly for once, over stones 
and through mireland, Gracie reduced the dis- 
tance to Churchtown to a little over three miles, 
of which two at least were covered at full gallop. 
Before they entered the village, however, she 
drew the mare in to a walking pace, and in this 
way reached D'Arcy's with the minimum of pub- 
lic notice. 

Martin D'Arcy's premises were about as spa- 
cious as a roomy coffee-stall, but within their lim- 
its he contrived successfully to be grocer, pro- 
vision merchant and news-agent, and there were 
symptoms of hardware in the form of a cluster 
of brooms, a coil of clothes-line, and a brace of 
pails. Under the counter was stored the nu-~ 
cleus of a circulating library, while upon that 



170 A PAIR OP IDOLS 

rickety fixture stood precariously a wire screen 
resembling a fire-guard, which symbolised his 
function of postmaster. 

Gracie had a full view of this interesting in- 
terior from the saddle, but she knew what it 
was like before she glanced therein. The shop 
was quite deserted, for D^Arcy, a bachelor, was 
not by any means as ubiquitous as he was versa- 
tile. On the contrary, he was almost invariably 
to be found at one station, a corner seat in the 
parlour of Mrs. Dwyer's green public-house, far- 
ther down the street, where he spent the live- 
long day making economical feints to quaff a 
tankard of porter, in the midst of never-ending 
political and literary discussions with the wits 
of the village. 

He left it to his customers to serve themselves, 
on terms strictly cash. Without turning his 
head he was able to watch the arrival and de- 
parture of each client, and he made it a rule to 
celebrate every third transaction by finally 
emptying his tankard, after which he would 
stroll across the way, collect the proceeds, and 
return to the public-house for a fresh draught. 
A bom capitalist was Martin D'Arcy. 

Oracie could not afford to linger too long aim- 
lessly in a village not her own, where she was 
known just sufficiently well to provoke sub-con- 
scious traces of inter-tribal hostility. Although 
her week's funds were already seriously depleted 
by the bribe to Biddy-the-Bend, she made up her 
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mind, in order to spin out time, to invest six- 
pence in postage stamps. 

For apart from Ms punctilious regard for red 
tape, Martin D'Arcy had learnt that owing to in- 
digenous disaffection towards alien rule, a cer- 
tain laxity of morals was rife with respect to 
Oovemmental seals and documents, and his 
trust in his neighbour's honesty stopped short of 
postal-orders, and particularly stamps. There- 
fore, as Gracie knew, the purchase of such in 
Churchtown was something of a legal process, 
and took time. 

The expenditure, however, proved unneces- 
sary, for she had not dismounted, had not so 
much as convinced those who were watching her 
that she was about to dismount, when an unmis- 
takable figure veered into view at the other end 
of the street. A pompous arrangement in loose 
Donegal tweeds, his white moustache gleaming 
upon his high-held countenance like a daub of 
snow upon a peony, William McNulty took, as 
ever, the centre of the road, expecting of right 
as squire all plebeian traffic to make way for 
him. 

Undaunted, Gracie rode forth to meet him, 
and by a skilful manoeuvre rounded him up just 
when he thought he was getting by without mo- 
lestations. 

"Good evening, Mr. McNulty/' she said, bend- 
ing her head on one side to enhance the effect of 
her coy smile. 
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''Huh ! Oood evening, Miss Bresnin/' he has- 
tened to respond amicably to the handsome 
young woman who had always hitherto offended 
him by her unaccountable disdain. 

He had, of course, forgotten all about the ep- 
isode of the dogy which was the chief reason of 
Graders animosity, and certainly had long ago 
ceased to associate this cultured creature with 
the juvenile tomboy who, in league with Fad- 
den's brat, used to infest his orchard and haunt 
his apiary two or three years back. 

"You'll forgive my delaying you," she said, 
'%ut I'm so dreadfully excited about the statue 
of St. Pin.'' 

,"It's nice of you to be interested — very nice," 
he grunted, and she noted, with unholy joy, that 
he was obviously embarrassed when she stared 
straight at him. "Why don't you call in on me 
sometime, and — er — ^tell me what you think of 
it?" 

"Oh, thank you! I shall, indeed!" she cried, 
playing her best trick of pretty, refined English 
enthusiasm. "I heard Canon Twohey and Mr. 
Maher talking about it only this afternoon. Mr. 
Maher ridicules it, rather," she added, murmur- 
ing. 

"Eh? What's that you said?" peppered the 
Nabob, who had caught the words, but wanted 
to make sure. 

"Oh, just that Mr. Maher thinks it rather 
funny." ^ 
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^'Funny, eh? Funny?" he repeated several 
timeSy savagely. 

^TTes," she continued, inventing rapidly, but 
reporting without a suggestion of partisanship. 
'*He says it^s another of your mare's nests." 

Now it was pure chance, but this was an abso- 
lutely fatal shot, for it happened to have been a 
veritabje mane's nest in the vastly different 
sphere of Indian diplomacy that had brought 
about th^ enduring breach between the two ex- 
Commissioners. 

The short arnm twitched convulsively, the 
white moustache bristled visibly, and at length 
out of the happily inarticulate mumbling, speech 
became defined. 

"Tell Mr. Maher the next time you see him, 
and the sooner the better," he growled, wickedly, 
"that I don't care a — er two straws for his opin- 
ion, in this matter, or in any other matter under 
heaven. Tell him that, in so many words, and 
with my compliments. Good evening to you. 
Miss Bresnin." 

"Good evening, Mr. McNulty,'^ she murmured 
sadly after him, as he dodged past Nell's tail, 
and retreated stormily into D'Arcy's stores, 
where he was free to deliver himself to his in- 
dignation. 

Such was her dutifulness, in this instance, 
Grade never drew rein till she reached "Dagon- 
rhu," and the version she rendered of McNultv's 
message was not merely faithful, it was an in- 
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dnbitable improyement upon the original^ both 
in pungency of phrase and foreefulness of de- 
livery. 

"Gracious me!^' exclaimed Justin Maher, 
when he had heard her through. "Whatever 
could you have said to make him talk like that !" 

^^othingy hardly, except to mention that you 
doubted whether it was really a statue of St. 
Fin Barre/' she replied, innocently and mildly 
aggrieved. "And you do, don't you ?'* 

"Of course I do! Surely he doubts it him- 
self !'' said he, with astonishment enough to stir 
one eyebrow. "The idea is palpably absurd." 

'^ell, I've told you what he said to me," she 
murmured. "And he swore, too, under his 
breath, shockingly, I could see/^ 

"There's no denying it's no concern of mine, 
so far as that goes," the old gentleman reflected, 
placidly, with a shrug of the shoulders. "And 
I certainly am not going to interfere, if such is 
his humour.'^ 

• • • * • 

"That settles that," Oracle soliloquised, as 
she stood in the garage, waiting for Jock to 
come and take charge of the mare. "It's not 
over yet, though, by any means, and I don't 
know how it will end. I wish I dared tell some- 
body sensible about it ! If Stephen, now, was in 
the joke " 

Deliberately denying herself the luxury of 
dwelling upon any such pleasant but quite 
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nnrealisable possibility^ she puffed hugely, 
stretched, extending her arms until her shoulder 
blades met like a vice, and ejaculated — 
"Lord ! What a day it's been !" 



CHAPTER IX 

AVOWALS AND DISAVOWALS 

GBAGIE'S discovery that languor ceases to 
be a kind of ache, and becomes a condi- 
tion of positive pleasure as soon as ever you 
cease to struggle against it, dates from about 
sunrise next morning. For then it was that the 
Swedish exercises, abbreviated on the two pre- 
vious mornings to a few listless flourishes, finally 
degenerated into a series of Terpsichorean poses, 
during which, half-mesmerised by her reflection 
in the glass, she became so dreamy she almost 
swooned. 

These abnormal but fascinating sensations 
were very transitory, but it seemed to her that 
a kind of after-taste might be retained by "qui- 
escence" — a word that had found a permanent 
place in her own and Jock's vocabulary. 
Wherefore, postponing the more wholesome but 
prosaic delights of a cold tub, she drew on her 
brilliant-hued pyjamas again, and first assem- 
bling Stephen's roses, which were now full blown, 
on a table by the bedside, she coiled herself up on 
the eider-down quilt, and lay attentive to the 
dwindling thrills of ,this strange and subtle 

176 
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rapture^ like one listening for the last murmurs 
of receding music. Moira, popping in later^ dis^ 
covered her so. 

"Glory be to God!" the maid exclaimed. 
"What are ye lying there, wid fiow'rs round ye 
like a wake for? Is it love-sick y'are?" 

"Yirra no/' Gracie replied languidly. 

"It's love-sickness or a billyis attack, ye're 
that white,'' Moira declared. "Och, shame for 
ye, to let yerself be tumbled so be a man !" 

Thus challenged, Gracie aroused herself. 
Boiling on her back, she raised her legs aloft, 
and by cuddling them below the knees, securely 
trussed herself. 

"Sure there's no shame in being in love with 
anybody if ye don't let on to him about it, is 
there?" she asked, inquiring earnestly. 

"Ah, but there is," said Moira, with disgust. 
"The least ye can do is to put the come-hither 
on him first." 

Gracie whistled a slip-jig, beating time in the 
air with her white feet. 

"It's rather a nice feeling, ye know," she re- 
marked. "And I'm not troubling me head much 
about him really. He only — set me going, 
like." 

"That's the thrap," said Moira, sapiently. 
"If he's set ye goin', ye'U want him to keep ye 
goin'. An' it's him an nobody else will do that 
for ye. Sure that's what makes the marriages. 
If it wasn't for that ye'd have all the boys and 
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girls just lookin' at one another in th' eyes an' 
goin' home to listen to their own f eelin's for the 
rest of their lives." 

^q>on't be silly, Moira," Oracle said. *^Be- 
sides, I may be the same to him as he is to me, 
for all yon know. I believe I amy^ she added, 
murmnring. 

^^What is it makes ye think so?" asked Moira, 
alertly. 

^^Oh nothing. Jnst the way he looks." 

'^Shapes' eyes, ye mane?" 

^^Not that so much. He looks at me serious 
and studying, like," Oracle explained with dif- 
ficulty. "Anyway, he wants to see me often. 
And he'll be hanging about here to-day, for a 
dead cert. I'm going to put on my muslin again, 
after breakfast." 

"He's afther playing wid ye, to while away 
the time," the maid said, her motive all along 
being to stiffen her mistress's resistance. 

"I don't mind. I'll play with him, too," the 
latter declared. 

And her interesting languor being hopelessly 
dispelled by her maid's mockery, she bounded 
from the bed, and by practically the same im- 
petus, checked only while she stripped in the 
bath-room, hopped valiantly into the great bath 
of well water, whose iciness Moira had tem- 
pered by no more than a single bucketful from 
the boiler. 

Had she adhered to her expressed plan, the 
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pleasures of that morning would not have been 
so adulterated with self-reproaches and dissatis- 
faction as they proved to be. 

After breakfast^ instead of returning to her 
room to dress herself properly, as was only pru- 
denty in view of Stephen's promised call, she 
wandered out into the yard, and there wasted a 
lot of time practising circus-tricks on Nell's 
bare back. 

Then she entered into an argument with Jock 
about the possibilities of lighting the garage 
electrically, with power generated by the Bron- 
co's motor. It was her own idea, conceived on 
the instant, and developed under the stimulus of 
the chauffeur's caustic criticism. The mal- 
treated technical terms they bandied to and fro 
had already become freely interspersed with 
personal epithet more candid than polite, when 
Dikey put an end to the discussion by committing 
a murderous assault upon the Duchess, an el- 
derly white Wyandotte. 

"Blow the beast !" cried Oracle, darting forth 
to the rescue. 

She was just in time to see the Duchess, 
flattering her wings like an enormuos cherry- 
eater moth, go scurrying, panic-striken through 
the yard gate, into the lane, with* a yapping ball 
of auburn and white wool in her wake of 
dust. Oracle in her plimsolls sprinted after 
them, shrieking commands to the malignant 
puppy. 
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The hunt was short and sharp. Ooaded by a 
particularly vicious snap at her tail feathers, the 
Wyandotte, with a supreme effort, rose into the 
air to the height of three or four feet, and 
floundered exhausted on the top of the stone 
ditch by the side of the road. At the same in- 
stant Gracie seized Dikey by the tail, and fell 
sprawling upon him among the nettles. 

It took some time to collect herself , and she 
remained seated near where she fell, while she 
pushed her hair out of her eyes and recovered 
breathy the puppy meanwhile being pinioned be- 
tween her knees. 

^^By golly!" she said. ^TTou^re going to cop 
it for this, young man." 

But the hand that was lifted in execution was 
stayed by a motor-horn, which, after a prelimin- 
ary "whoof," hooted at her like a chuckling eu- 
phonium. Twisting round as she sat, for all the 
life was startled out of her legs, and she could 
not rise, she beheld Stephen Pegwynn, smiling 
at her through the screen of the grey Panhard, 
which, perhaps out of regard for her feelings, he 
had brought to a standstill ten yards away down 
the hill. He nodded to her, and immediately 
the car glided forward, and drew up close by 
her side. 

For a moment she did not try to dissimulate 
her annoyance, but sat with bunched-up shoul- 
ders and downcast gaze, viciously plucking the 
grass. 
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**I hope I'm not too early, Miss Bresnin/' 
Stephen ventured, deferentially. 

She shook her head so that her hair, which 
was quite loose, should screen him off. Her 
first impulse was to repel him rudely, her second 
to upbraid him. The imgracious words, how- 
ever, tripped one another up on their way to her 
tongue, and she employed the brief, unhappy in- 
terim of silence in fastening together one or two 
all-important clips in the front of her bodice. 
Finally she relented, and her first words were 
words of self-accusation and appeal. 

^Fm so untidy!" she pouted, still hiding her 
face from him. 

"On the contrary, you look extremely charm- 
ing. Miss Bresnin,'* he assured her, in a very 
cunning tone of critical, dispassionate appreci- 
ation, "If you'll excuse my saying so.'' 

"Oh, but I amF^ she mourned, shifting her- 
self slightly, so as to be turned less markedly 
away from him, at the same time freeing her feet 
from the folds of her skirt in readiness to arise. 

Stephen tactfully ignored the asseveration. 

"I came along in the hope of being able to 
tempt you out for a spin," he said. "This is 
a good car for its age. We hired it in Dublin 
when we landed. It does thirty on the fiat com- 
fortably, and I dare say you could work it up to 
forty on a suitable track. Care to come?" 

Gracie sprang to her feet, without any awk- 
ward preliminary movement, and at first it 
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seemed as if she would skip about and clasp her 
hands and make her eyes stare, — ^her customary 
antics when working herself up to a suitable 
pitch of excitement. Instead of that, she stood 
before him in a demure attitude, swaying herself 
shyly. She really did feel shy ; consciousness of 
her soiled and creased shantung and her dis- 
hevelled hair made her so. 

Neyertheless, it should be recorded in proof of 
her gnilelessness that romance and Stephen in se 
were then and there thrust into the background 
of her mind by her joyous anticipation of a ride 
at forty miles per hour. That is to say, he and 
his Panhard fell naturally into the rdles left va- 
cant by Jock and his Bronco, and became mere 
instruments, both, in the promotion of that de- 
lirium of speed, which, in her limited expe- 
rience, she reckoned the acme of pleasure. 

^^I can't come just as I am, can I?'' she said, 
every whit as ready as he to slur over the in- 
adequacies of her toilette. 

"Honestly I can't see room for improvement,'' 
he declared sincerely, surveying her face only. 

"Ah, ye're quizzing me !" she cried seizing the 
clasp-handle of the flap. "But I'll come if you 
promise to make it go at forty." 

"I'll do my utmost. Miss Bresnin," he replied. 
"But why go to the rear? Why not come and 
sit here where you'll have the full benefit of the 
screen?" 

"Oh, may I?" she cried delightedly. 
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And springing aboard, she planted herself in 
the corner indicated, sitting rigidly , with her 
hands clasped together, and an ecstatic, far-away 
smile fixed on her face. 

"Where's it to be?'^ he asked. 

"Anywhere at all!'' she replied. "Back to 
the sea, if you like.'' 

Thereupon he tacked to and fro across the 
road until he was able to swing the car about, 
and then, with a musical grating of gear, all 
effort and friction seemed to cease, and the great 
machine w.as wafted with stealthy velocity down 
thehiU. 

He spoke little, and she hardly at all, being 
too engrossed with her sensations, which, how- 
ever, were a trifle disappointing as regards in- 
tensity, for the speed along the winding road 
was necessarily only moderately fast. Passing 
Snugborough, however, they entered upon a 
clean stretch, and Stephen opened the exhaust 
and let the car all out. 

Gracie threw herself back, and laughed aloud. 
The sea had climbed up above the olive-green 
horizon, — ^a floor of tinted vapour shot with 
golden dust, bounded by a wall of compact, 
purple storm-cloud. Without any warning 
movement from Stephen, the car seemed sud- 
denly to skim, singing, over the road, like a 
smooth stone across a surface of ice. 

She got all the delirium she craved; rather 
more, in fact, than she could bear. She drew 



184 A PAIR OP IDOLS 

her breath in andibly, and tugged at Stephen's 
coat-tail, nervously but lightly, — a signal^ not 
a clutch of terror that might have unsteadied 
him at a crucial moment. 

He understood. The note of the engine 
changed perceptibly, the car grunted at the first 
touch of the brake, and within a hundred yards 
they came to a dead stop, on a crest overlooking 
Ballycotton Bay. 

^^I didn't mean you to do that," she said apol- 
ogetically. "I was really enjoying it im- 
mensely." 

<<I'm glad," he replied. **I thought perhaps 
you were a wee bit scared. It was rather rash. 
But you wanted it, didn't you?" 

**I wasn't afraid," she murmured. *'Only, for 
a minute, I felt — swept. It's that I like about 
it!" 

There was to be an interlude of conversation. 
Stephen had crossed his legs, and pushed his cap 
back from his forehead. 

"I think I know what you mean," he said. 
^'I guess you're a lot more so-phisticated than 
you look." 

*'D'ye mean that to be complimentary," she 
queried, guardedly, "or not?" 

"Neither way," he answered candidly. "It's 
simply a matter of scientific psychology." 

"Oh!" she murmured, trying desperately to 
remember what exactly psychology was. 

"You see, it's ver-ry important," he explained. 



AVOWALS AND DISAVOWALS 186 

turning towards her, settling his elbow on a 
ledge at the back of the seat, and his chin in the 
cup of his hand. ^^Because if you are so-phi£h 
ticated you are aware of all that is implied by 
yonr words and acts. And you will have to be 
treated accordingly." 

^^I never imply anything," said she, her chin 
projecting aggressiydy. "If I have anything to 
say, I say it." 

"You don't quite cotton," he murmured. 

"I don't tohatf'^ she demanded, eager after the 
new word. 

"You haven't quite caught on to my meaning," 
he said. "I didn't mean for a moment to sug- 
gest you are not per-fectly straightforward and 
ingenuous. You are. But some people are 
more conscious of the different sorts of impres- 
sions they make than others. Anyway, I re- 
tract. You're not so-phisticated." 

Hereabouts Gracie's conversance with French 
romance came to her assistance, bringing light 
and complexity. Intuition, developed by this 
particular brand of literature, inspired her with 
the knowledge that this young man, no longer by 
any means to be regarded as an emergency chauf- 
feur, was striving to convey a momentous sec- 
ondary meaning. Or, rather, he was throwing 
out diplomatic pourparlers with a view to ascer- 
taining whether her subtlety was equal to the 
occasion; whether, in a word, she was sufQ- 
eiently mature. His words were nothing. It 
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was his manner^ his earnestness and careful re- 
straint of feeling that betrayed him. 

Inwardly bewailing her juvenile unseemliness, 
of conduct and appearance, which was the sole 
reason and excuse for his ungallant caution, she 
sought to compose herself, to feel and reveal 
sensibility and sympathy. 

Partly with her cognisance, though with un- 
bidden and unexpected thoroughness, then, for 
the first time in her life, the woman in her took 
charge, and tremblingly she realised that her 
companion was, in his sketchy, tentative way, 
making love to her, and that she was profoundly, 
and almost in spite of herself, resi>onsive. Out- 
wardly, the only alteration in her was an ex- 
pression and an attitude of pensive coUected- 
ness, and a certain softness in her voice when 
next she spoke. 

"I suppose you are right. I dare say I am 
sophisticated,'' she admitted humbly. ^There's 
no reason why I shouldn't be. I'm nearly eigh- 
teen." 

As though to convince him of her advanced 
age and sedateness, she took hold of her great 
coils of hair, and with a couple of deft turns 
wound them into a becoming coif. His gaze 
followed her hands up and down during the 
short operation, and when it was done, she 
looked at him for approbration, he at her in ad- 
miration, and they smiled; immediately, of mu- 
tual accord turning their gaze away seawards, 
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as if in the silent communion of that glance mys- 
tic concordance was too manifest^ too abruptly 
stated. 

At least it was so with Oracle^ who felt she 
had surprised an unutterable secret; divulging 
at the same time more than was fair to herself , 
more, perhaps, than was true. She felt she 
would never be able to sustain his gaze again; 
and indeed she did not turn directly towards 
him for quite a considerable time. 

Meanwhile she blushed with confusion, a suc- 
cession of lovely suffusions, each one of which 
denoted some new realisation of what was im- 
plied in the tender confession she had unwit- 
tingly made. Stephen, whose self-confidence, of 
course, was vastly increased by this demonstra- 
tion of weakness on her part, bent close to her, 
smilingly striving to attract a second glance of 
equal intimacy. 

This was grossly unfair, and Gracie, had 
their mutual understanding not advanced quite 
so outrageously beyond the letter, would have 
hinted as much. To remedy the situation, 
words were requisite. It was for him to say 
something that would put his love one pace in 
front of her own. Reciprocity at this undefined 
juncture was intolerable. Did he imagine he 
was to win her by a nod, — ^without so much as 
asking? The final blush was of an obviously 
angry crimson, and it remained. 

Still he sat silently intent upon her. They 
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must have passed full two minutes in this way, 
though to her it seemed an hour, and she was on 
the point of passing an abjectly commonplace re- 
mark upon the weather, thus to shatter a fa- 
vourable set of conditions which would never be 
recombined with her connivance, when he stirred, 
and spoke. 

"Grade,'' he said, gently. "I may call you 
Oracle?" 

The modest half-request reconciled and paci- 
fied her, ridiculous as she considered it. Her 
eyelids fluttered and drooped, until the long 
lashes shadowed her cheeks. 

"You may, of course," she murmured breath- 
lessly. 

What would he say next? Nothing very 
adroit was to be expected of him. Nothing poet- 
ical, either. Some passionate nonsense, per- 
haps. She hoped he would not prove sentimen- 
tal. The nature of her own reply caused her no 
misgivings. She could follow his suit, and say 
whatever she liked. It was in her power to dis- 
pense with words altogether. 

"You're very kind to me," he said, muttering 
the words, adding an honest gulp that was as 
good as a sob. 

"It's easy to be kind," she responded. 

A trace of pain in her voice, noticeable, per- 
haps, only to herself, amazed and horrified her. 
What, she wondered, had come over her? Al- 
though up to this moment the crude notion of 
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marriage had not entered her head^ certainly 
then the angel-sponsor of that dread reality mnst 
have brushed her with its wing. Also it was her 
first acquaintance with love. Every instant, at 
every breath, there formed about her a fresh 
world, a glowing, bubble-universe of strange ex- 
perience. 

"I've been thinking about you ever since I 
first saw you,'' he said. 

She wanted badly to tell him that she had 
thought of him probably even more constantly. 
Unfortunately the form in which the generous 
response couched itself in her mind was quaintly 
idiomatic, and before she had a chance to para- 
phrase he spoke again, and his words benumbed 
her. 

"You are very beautiful," he said, simply. 

She did not laugh. She did not smile. The 
blunt, reluctant testimony seemed to bear an im- 
port above her comprehension. It was almost 
an accusation. Stephen spoke as if he were 
wounded. 

"You don't realise it — that's the wonder of 
it," he continued. "You're quite unspoiled, a 
child in most ways — in every way." 

All of which seemed to her more or less ax- 
iomatic, and not over-relevant. She thought 
the childishness was unduly stressed, and catch- 
ing sight of her shapeless plimsolls, she tucked 
them in under the seat. She wished he would 
sit closer to her, and take her hand, and gen- 
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erally be more friendly. His scratiny of her 
face, and analysis and appraisal of her charac- 
ter, carried on from a distance of half a yard, 
was chilling and embarrassing. Her neck was 
tired through being bent, yet she dared not raise 
her head. 

^I wish you were older," Stephen ejaculated, 
almost crossly. 

The absurd inappropriateness of the remark 
tickled her. She wriggled slightly, and laughed 
— a brief, quiet ebullition — ^but kept her gaze 
fastened upon her fingers, which were wrestling 
with one another in her lap. 

**Why?" she murmured. 

**It's ver-ry hard to explain,*' he said de- 
spairingly, collapsing reposefuUy into his own 
comer. **I'm thirty-two. You're seventeen, and 
inexperienced at that. It's hardly, I might say, 
proper." 

Straightway the tension was released. The 
spiritual atmosphere was lifted. He was smil- 
ing, though whimsically and sadly, and Oracle 
was astonished that the crisis could have been so 
easily evaded. The initiative lay entirely with 
him, apparently. He could besiege her, or raise 
the seige at will. Such was not the Irish fash- 
ion. Obviously the moment was ripe for an en- 
ergetic sortie. 

She enlivened herself, therefore, sat up jaun- 
tily, and wedging her elbow in a button-hollow 
of the back cushion, imitating as nearly as pos- 
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sible his recent attitude^ she flashed at him — 
there is no other way of describing the brilliance 
that emanated from her countenance. Temper 
aroused to sparkling pitch the empressment that 
belongs to an eager wit in close alliance with a 
fluent tongue, these qualities and attributes war- 
ring with her natural shyness, which made her 
eyes dance in the rapid fire and recoil of glances, 
and kept the blood coursing hotly through her 
cheeks — ^to an impressionable young fellow the 
total effect was blinding. 

"Now you are a funny boy, aren't you?" she 
cried dulcetly. "Do you mean to tell me that 
American girls of my age aren't hardened 
enough to take a dose of false flattery, occas- 
ionally?" 

Stephen pulled himself together, and resumed 
his former posture. 

"That's a wicked example of what I call a low- 
down petitio prinoipiri/^ he said, severely. 
"What I said wasn't flattery, and it wasn't 
false." 

*Well, we won't discuss what you said," she 
countered mockingly, clinging to the lead. "It's 
what you were afraid to say. You were going 
to flirt with me, and your heart failed ye! Of 
course I'm not sorry. It was horr-ribly uncom- 
fortable for me. But I think your excuse was 
— ^puerile !'^ 

She had never used that adjective before, and 
was undecided whether the final syllable should 
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be "ile" or "eel." She risked "Ue/^ however, 
and studied his face closely to learn if that were 
the correct pronunciation. He looked shocked, 
but not pedantically anguished. 

"I don't like to hear you talk that way, 
Grade,'' he said earnestly. "It was ver-ry far 
from my intention to flirt with you. In fact 
it was just the possibility of some such misunder- 
standing that I dreaded. For one thing, I don't 
believe you'd flirt with me, or with anybody 
else." 

"Och faith! I wouldn't be so certain if I 
were you," said she roguishly. 

"I take the liberty of being certain," he re- 
plied. 

They were face to face now, their eyes not ten 
inches apart. He was serious, even stern; she 
excessively gay, the mood a trifle artificially sus- 
tained in defiance of her heart's behest. 

"All the same, your remarks go to confirm my 
view that you're little more than a child," he 
added, in no complimentary tone. "It would 
suit me to have a further talk with you in twelve 
months' time." 

"You're very obliging," said she, scathingly. 
"In twelve months' time I'll be waiting for ye 
here, sure!" 

"That's the deuce of it. You won't be," he 
muttered, looking at her strangely. 

By that look he regained his ascendancy, all 
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the more powerful elements in her nature 
being secretly in league with him^ and her braye 
gaiety was overwhelmed. Yet his triumph was 
not altogether complete^ for her glances were un- 
quelled, and at moments even attained a mas- 
tery. 

The peril of separation was so real. A pro- 
longed cleavage between them at this undevel- 
oped stage would be fatal to her happiness. 
That the liens joining them were stUl unequal, 
she conjectured, vaguely but cogently. His sen- 
timentaly half-passionate attachment would 
cause him the acuter pain at rupture, perhaps, 
but would be easily comforted, while her own 
brooding, imaginative longing would, she fancied, 
torment her increasingly for years, and might 
afterwards diminish, but would never cease. 

And it was, moreover, unnecessary. Every- 
thing that was essential had been communicated, 
tacitly. He had declared himself unmistak- 
ably, partially in speech. She by her looks, by 
her very presence, had sufftciently confessed her 
acquiescence. Yet he for a foolish scruple, 
she through her incorrigible waywardness, were 
allowing themselves to be cheated. Why need he 
pay such heed to her reckless words, ignoring all 
other, more important signs? In such wise, but 
not translated into words, ran Qracie's connec- 
tion of ideas, in parallels and cross-currents, oc- 
cupying in all the space of a sigh. 
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^'I don't know what kind of a girl you think 
I am/' she mnrmared, aggrieved. ^^If I prom- 
ised to wait, I'd wait." 

It was like the final stage in a game of 
draughts, these words of hers constituting 
an audacious move which put an end to his 
futile shuffling in a double corner, and left 
him no alternative but to take her and be 
himself taken, or to run away from the 
board. 

"It's such a radically obscure position," he 
faltered. "One can never tell " 

Oracle was astounded. Could it be possible 
that he was the captive, she the conqueress, when 
all along she had imagined it to be the other 
way about? Was his concern for her innocence 
and inexperience a mere subterfuge to enable 
him to escape; his extreme propriety to be ex- 
plained by his dread of compromising himself f 
The suspicion brought an access of pride, but no 
sense of power. She was submissive still, and to 
be possessed, in so far as to be his acknowledged 
sweetheart entailed possession, was her upper- 
most wish. 

"How horr-ribly grave you are!" she ex- 
claimed. "Are you always like this? Don't 
you ever play?" 

He took in the idea much as a man who has 
lost his bearings in a dense wood greets an un- 
familiar clearing, that is to say, with relief and 
distrust. 



AVOWALS AND DISAVOWALS 195 

"There's something in that/' he admitted, but 
went no further. 

If he refused to make his move, there was 
nothing for it but to abandon the game. Bit- 
terly chagrined, she intimated as much, by her 
tone of voice and by her eyes eloquently suppli- 
cating him to do otherwise. 

"We may as well go back now, I suppose," 
she said. 

Apparently the outcome of his mute inquest 
was unfavourable to love, for he did not directly 
oppose the suggestion, though he temporised 
feebly. 

"I'm sorry if I've been dull," he remarked 
pathetically. 

He deserved no mercy, but she let him off 
very lightly. 

"I can't see the use of being solemn," she 
grumbled, winsomely. "Nobody is ever bored 
with me." 

"I needn't say I haven't been bored," he as- 
sured her with feeling. 

And his hand moved impulsively along the 
seat-edge, towards her own, which lay curled so 
soft and invitingly within his reach. But his 
fingers closed down upon the cushion six inches 
off, and soon afterwards were withdrawn far 
away from temptation. 

"Your company has given me ver-ry great 
pleasure, every moment of it," he proceeded, and 
since, again, the fact seemed to her axiomatic, 
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she was little moved by the testimonial. ^^I wish 
you could say the same of mine." 

He was tacking away rapidly. The distance 
implied in the deferential sentiment would haye 
left a less clever maid than Oracle no alterna- 
tive but to reply at the range he appointed. 
Oracle's wit, however, moved at twice his rate 
of knots, and she at once gave chase. 

"I like being with you all right," she said. 

So much it was mete to say, according to the 
strictest rule. But her aggrieved pout and sad- 
dened voice said more. It told him plainly that, 
in spite of his poor showing, notwithstanding his 
unworthy vacillation, he was already judged 
acceptable. 

"Then will you try to remember me a little?" 
he murmured. 

She, striving her utmost to come to grips with 
him, was naturally not willing to talk as if he 
were on the point of disappearing below the 
horizon. 

"Sure, what's the good of remembering 
people!" she exclaimed testily. "It's sentimen- 
tal tosh ! You can't remember people who have 
gone away. It's as much as ye can do to remem- 
ber those who are near ye." 

There! She had spoken disagreeably again! 

"You do say some very harsh things," he re- 
marked. 

She was in despair, and, as usual with her, 
desperation prompted action. Something, she 
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thought, might yet be done to recall that wonder- 
ful moment of candour, when, of mutual accord, 
they had leant over the very brink of love. 
Whether the reasons of his self-control were 
noble or ignoble, she knew, as well as if it were 
being cried aloud with the lingering insistence 
of the avowal in a love-song, that he wanted to 
fondle her and kiss her ; and the strength of his 
dumb, repressed desire melted her, made her 
willing, with a positive willingness that 
amounted to desire on her part, to solace him by 
submission to his caresses. She was even ready 
to undergo kissing, not for the pleasure, which 
did not sway her, but merely on account of the 
expressiveness of the act. 

Pride was superseded by affection, and she 
threw prudence to the winds. Had he been a 
neighbour, a friend of her friends, she would have 
been more circumspect. As it was, she felt, in 
an extraordinarily complete sense, alone with 
him. They were absolutely isolated, and nothing 
that passed between them would ever be known 
to anybody she knew or cared about. It seemed 
to her they were scrupulously paying dues to con- 
ventions that were without sanction in their 
unique circumstances; and since he dared not 
relax, she determined to set him an example of 
lawlessness. 

But how? Unversed in the tricks of coquetry, 
she invented two on the spot. She twiddled the 
fingers of the hand that lay near him ; he fumbled 
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with the wheel. She stirred her shoulders^ 
gathered herself, as if with anticipatory creeps 
of delight; he became wooden in his stupid ab- 
straction. 

Then shame overtook her, and she hated herself 
for her contemptible enslavement, and thought 
only of escape. Hot blood surged to her cheeks, 
and she felt as if she were one burning blush 
from eyes to waist. To conquer her confusion, 
she whistled a blithe stave, then clasped her 
hands behind her head, and yawned. 

'^Don't stick here all day, for goodness' sake,'^ 
she said, carelessly. ^Xet's get back." 

And he set the car in motion. 

All the way home she chattered feverishly, an 
unbroken stream of commingled pretty rusticity 
and cultivated gaiety, one moment in the Irish 
idiom, the next in the English; sometimes the 
one accent, sometimes the other, frequently a 
blend of both. 

Stephen was not given a chance to complete a 
single remark. Neither would she permit him 
to pause anywhere, to admire the scenery or haz- 
ard legends ; indeed, she complained loudly at the 
least diminution of speed. 

As they approached Cloyne, so eager was she 
to break with him she could hardly forbear 
standing up in the car, which was still in motion, 
when, finally, ignoring Stephen's warning, she 
sprang down, crying out her adieu as she leapt, 
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stumbled slightly into a rat, recoveFed, and raced 
into the yard. 

Stephen remained nonplussed for several min- 
utes, a very troubled expression on his face. 
Then he bowed his head in sorrowful renuncia- 
tion, and the Panhard itself trundled off deject- 
edly on flabby tyres. 

At least it seemed so to Oracle, who was peei>- 
ing out through an interstice below the top hinge 
of the yard gate. 



CHAPTER X 

DILATOBY TACnCS 

DUEING the long remainder of that idle 
day Gracie tried hard to make believe 
that the parting was final. And, indeed, tiny 
wavelets of melancholy feeling did now and then 
lap the margin of her bosom, and between the 
opening and shutting of the doors of her heart 
she sometimes fancied she could hear a mysteri* 
ous disturbance within, like the swarming of 
panic-stricken bees. 

However, the melancholy was of the sweet, de- 
tached order, like that which is aroused by a 
pathetic romance or a sad tune, while the bees 
in the heart, though an entirely new and puzzling 
sensation, perturbed her only when Moira tact- 
lessly suggested incipient heart-disease as the 
probable cause. Of the real anguish of bereave- 
ment there was, so far, none. That she should 
never see Stephen again was, literally, unthink- 
able. 

Nevertheless her disquietude was acute. 
Though her mind was busy she seemed neither to 
think nor to dream. Solitude was intolerable, 

200 



DILATORY TACTICS 201 

and when she sought relief with Justin Maher^ 
or distraction with her parents and Moira in 
turn, she was restless and irritable until she 
was alone again. 

The chauffeur was told oflf to patrol the roads 
on a vague quest, which he, subdued by Gracie^s 
tyrannous temper, dared not ask her to partic- 
ularise, and wore himself out from noon to dark 
night bringing in hourly reports which consisted 
either of mute askance looks or outbursts of pro- 
test aganst his unfair treatment, and finally a 
series of piteous petitions to be allowed to rest 
his feet. 

Moira's case was equally hard, for her mistress 
summoned her a hundred times, on any trival 
pretext, sometimes in pursuance of whims which 
were forgotten by the time the summons was 
answered. But Moira never once complained, 
and except for her ambiguous taciturnity and 
somewhat sardonic smile her conduct throughout 
was exemplary. 

Oracle herself, dressed her daintiest, spent 
altogether several hours seated listlessly on a box 
at the garage door, retiring at frequent intervals 
to strum incoherently and brokenly on the grand 
piano in the drawing-room. It was the peculiar 
merit of this senile instrument to impart an old- 
world decorum to the most outrageous of mod- 
ern lilts, and it is a poignant testimony to 
Oracle's secret torment that she did not, as on all 
normal occasions, bring her perfunctory exercises 
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to a close by beating the patient yellow keys with 
her clenched fists. On the contrary, the flat, far- 
away echoes that responded to her straying fin- 
gers almost exactly expressed one of her recur- 
rent moods, and in the course of the day she 
abandoned herself thrice to these orgies of mus- 
ical despondency. 

Then back to her box in the garage again, 
whence she had a view of the lane, and could 
keep a check on Jock. The brief, quarrelsome 
visit to Justin Maher came after luncheon, and 
was followed by a further period of watching. 
Tea, a partial disrobement, and a doze that was 
half a swoon on the coverlet of her bed, and once 
more to her station. 

So through a tiresome evening to a feverish 
night, and it was not until the great hammer of 
the clock in the hall had twice shaken itself 
angrily at the bell it could never reach to smite, 
that sleep caressed her brow with cool hands, 
quietened her tossing limbs, and laid her, be- 
witchingly mollified and still, in a lovely posture 
under her light covering. 

But sleep had not supervened until invited by 
tears. The tears were not abundant, it is true, 
and so unfamiliar with them was Oracle that she 
tried to capture each one on the cuff of her 
pyjama jacket as it welled forth. They tri- 
umphed as tears always must, for as ^oon as she 
was quite defenceless in oblivion two bright 
drops pushed their way out, and lay impudently 
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on her eyelashes till her knuckles annihilated 
them at dawn. 

She lolled into breakfast without a particle of 
appetite, with a body so etherealised by the fires 
in her heart that even the sight of a dish of finest 
Cork butter, which is the only perfect butter in 
all the world, nauseated her. However, by mim- 
ing and sleight-of-hand, aided by Moira's com- 
plicity and Dikey's voracity, she caused a fair 
modicum of food to vanish from her plate, and 
withdrew from the table at the first opportunity. 

Her toilet, with Moira in attendance the whole 
time, occupied an hour, which was a record ; and 
the time was well spent, especially as regards her 
coiffure. With a deliberate and shameless van- 
ity that shocked the maid, Oracle had stipulated 
for a set of short ringlets over her ears. And 
short ringlets, three on either side, were event- 
ually evolved, and were unquestionably effective. 
They were just what were needful to soften the 
imperiousness of her face, and viewing her pert 
and saucy reflection in the glass, she was forced 
to laugh roguishly, outright, and her spirits 
ascended in concert. 

Silk stockings of an intriguing design which it 
was an aesthetic crime to conceal, or nearly to 
conceal, beneath muslin skirts, and a pair of 
shoes of patent and white kid were also innova- 
tions. Jock, beholding her in the garage, took 
his cap from his head and dashed it to the 
ground. 
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"Oh cripes !" he lamented. "Ye're at it again V^ 

She, in great good humour with herself, be* 
cause her mirror had for once over-ridden all 
self-criticism of her beauty, deigned to cajole her 
groom, even laying a small hand ( which she had 
barely dusted with powder) upon his shoulder, 
in comradeship. 

"Only just one more day, Jock,^' she pleaded. 
"He caught me a fright yesterday, and I want to 
— ^let him see." 

"Divil take it an^ all, wJiat d'ye want wid me 
in it for?" Jock wailed. "Sure if he comes he 
comes, an' if he doesn't he doesn't, and it's no 
use to you for me to see him a mile or two miles 
away. Can't ye be sittin' there behind th' gate, 
and whin ye see him pop out at him, an' let me 
be goin' on wid my work, or I'll get the kick out 
from your father the very nixt time he comes 
into the yard and sees th' state of it." 

Gracie did not argue with him. With her left 
hand she caught hold of the ringlets that lay 
against her left cheek, and pulling out the crisp 
black spirals let them recoil one after the other 
— ^amusingly. 

"Look at these, Jock," she invited. "Aren't 
they silly? Would ye ever have believed I'd be 
such a kid !" 

"I wouldn't," said he, brutally. "An' it's 
wasting yer time y'are makin' pictures of yerself 
at me, for I'm tired staring down an empty 
road, an' I'm not goin' to do it any more." 
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"Whist!" hissed she, her hand shutting con- 
vulsively upon his coat collar. "What's that?'' 

The peremptory metallic braying was repeated 
from the bottom of the hill, and the loud drone 
of a motor as it changed its rhythm for the climb. 

"It's him!" she cried. "Go an' hide yourself 
—quick. What'U I be doing?" 

With unfaltering artistry she hit instantly 
upon the most picturesque and appropriate occu- 
pation ; snatching a handful of oats, she skipped 
like an alighting angel into the midst of a clus- 
ter of hens at the gate, and began to feed them. 
Jock leapt into the nethermost darkness of the 
garage at one bound, and the second ambush was 
complete. 

Enervated with douches of delight, Grade 
pretended to pay no heed to the approaching car, 
but went on indolently sprinkling grain among 
the greedy hens until the front tires edged into 
view beyond the brim of her hat, and stood still. 
Then she started and turned, ejaculating musi- 
cally. 

The solitary occupant, capped and goggled, 
was leaning expectantly towards her, and though 
at first glance, with the sun in her eyes, she was 
deceived, the next revealed the bitter truth — ^it 
was not Stephen. It was only Stephen's father. 

"Good morning. Miss Bresnin," the American 
enunciated, courteously. "Or perhaps it would 
be more in keeping to say, the top of the morning 
to you." 
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^^Ohy please yourself about that/' answered 
she, demurely malicious. '^I ought to tell you 
that nobody eyer uses the expression in Ireland, 
except some tourists." 

**A ver-ry nasty knock for me," murmured he, 
complacently. '^And untrue as well as unkind. 
It happens to have been the first remark ad- 
dressed to me when I stepped ashore at Kings- 
town. I can't tell you who said it, because, far 
from being the top of the morning, it was ver-ry 
dark at the time." 

Gracie giggled mellifluously, for the tincture 
of tired mockery that was never absent from his 
speech tickled her. He removed his goggles, and 
surveyed her admiringly. Oracle was conscious 
of the admiration. She was not old enough to 
interpret the qualifying grimace of his very ex- 
pressive mouth and eyes, — ^the suspicion of cynic- 
ism with which a man of too long experience 
must come at length to regard the ingenuous 
machinations of the fledgling female. 

"Did you come over purposely to see me?" she 
asked, archly, never for a moment supposing he 
had done so. 

"I must confess, no," he replied. "I am the 
bearer of a letter of introduction to a neighbour 
of yours. A Mr. Maher. I dare say you could 
direct me to his house." 

"I dare say I could," murmured she, intent 
upon the hens. 

A letter of introduction ! Prom McNulty, ob- 
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viously, or perhaps from Canon Twohey. The 
business — ^the unspeakable idol, without a shadow 
of doubt Disheartened and nonplussed by the 
sudden development of this new attack, Oracle 
was once more tempted to turn and face implac- 
able Retribution, whose deadly wooden leg was 
pounding so close upon her heels. 

However, it was in any event expedient to 
learn whether Arnold Pegwynn had or had not 
brought the misbegotten image with him. With 
sangfroid bom of despair, the inspiring effron- 
tery of a woman at bay, she walked briskly over 
to the car, and examined it, compartment by 
compartment. Arnold Pegwynn followed her 
movements with jerky motions of the head, much 
as a distrustful parrot might watch a prowling 
kitten, and when she stood on tip-toe to peer into 
the recess beneath his seat, he moved his legs 
aside nervously, and peered down likewise. 

The idol was not there. Gracie continued the 
conversation. 

"You see that red gable — the third house you 
come to — ^that's where Mr. Maher lives," she said, 
pointing. "He's a great friend of mine, and I 
intend calling on him this morning, so please 
don't stay long," she added, affecting playful- 
ness, half-heartedly. 

"Don't on any account consider me," said the 
great advocate, too astounded by her strange be- 
haviour to know how to ask an explanation. 
"Come when you're ready, and if I'm still there. 
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I'll give place. That red cottage, yon say? I'm 
much obliged." 

Still scrutinising her face in open bewilder- 
ment, he moved the levers, and the car slid away. 
Oracle, looking after him meditatively, retreated 
backwards into the yard, and in this way col- 
lided with, and partly sat upon, Jock, who, un- 
seen, had crept on all fours to the gate to listen. 

"Well, and doesn't that bate cock-flghtin' !" 
he exclaimed, when both of them had recovered 
their feet and their equilibrium. 

"I'm tired of it all — tired F' she cried, throw- 
ing out her arms, and tossing her head as if she 
would toss it off. "I don't care now what hap- 
pens ! Let it !" 

"Isn't that what I've been advising ye sll 
along," said Jock, soothingly. "Sure what can 
happen that hasn't, an' it's only ravellin' th' rope 
y'are, thrying to hide the natural end of it." 

"Oh, stop your gab!" cried Oracle, primitive 
with vexation. "Ye irr-ritate me!" 

Jock drove his hand in under the cap on his 
poll, and guggled. 

"Faith, it's workin' to a lovely clime-hax, it 
is !" he said to the white Wyandotte, the Duchess. 
"I'd give me heart an' soul now to hear them two 
ould fules discoursing on mir'cles an' antiquol- 
ogy. Will I go down to Maher's wall, and have 
a peep in? Ah! — Bad scran to ye — ^where's a 
flint. Here, gi'e me a flint." 

In a plunging paroxysm of anger he pirouet- 
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ted in quest of a missile, startling Gracie from 
her absorption by his violence. 

"What's up? she demanded. 

"Annie's Dioul is within the garidge," he 
shouted. "An' Nell will be kicking her heels ofE 
aginst th' bar." 

"Come and we'll kill him/' said Gracie, sav- 
agely. 

Seizing a heavy piece of board with nails in it, 
she spraug after Jock, who had advanced warily, 
weighing a flint the size of a prize potato, and 
took command. 

"Shut one of the doors," she directed. "And 
nearly shut the other — so. Now do you creep 
in and have a go at him, and when he comes out 
I'll whack him as he passes." 

Jock gouged an ear with his little fluger, and 
then rubbed his nose; after which he seemed to 
be settling to a scientific examination of the 
geological specimen in his hand. 

"Go on if you're going !" urged his command- 
ing oflftcer, impatiently. 

"I'm not goin'." he replied, simply. 

"Ye don't mean to say you're afraid of a cat !" 
sneered Gracie. 

"Cat or no cat, I'll not be lef in a dark place 
wid Annie's Dioul for company, anyway," he as- 
serted, with decision. "Open the door an' I'll 
have a good shot at him. Or if that doesn't 
suit ye, let you go in yureself, and I'll do the 
whackin' wid th'' board." 
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Momentary inaction was the natural outcome 
of these confused councils. Then: 

"I know!" cried Oracle, suddenly. "We 
won't kill him at all ! I've another idea. Well 
catch him! Get me the big sack, quick — ^the 
sack with the firewood in it" 

The enormous sack that stood in the shelter 
near the rain-barrel was quickly emptied, Oracle 
meanwhile holding the doors of the garage shut 
fast upon Annie's Dioul, who was a giant ma- 
rauding tom-cat of most evil reputation. 

*^e'd better have a basket, too," she said. 

"There's a riddle within will do as well," 
Jock replied. "It won't be like the Dioul to 
walk into either for the askin', though ye may 
thry if ye like." 

*TLeave that to me," Oracle said. 

And it so befell that, confounded by the un- 
familiar weapons brought to bear against him, 
and the black treachery of one of his hunters, 
the redoubtable tom-cat fell an absurdly ea^y 
prey. 

Jock's sidelong advances and fierce frontal as- 
saults were on the face of it the more dangerous, 
although the only possible purpose of the yawn- 
ing sack was simply preposterous in the case of 
an animal of the Dioul's ferocity, strength, and 
resource. Oracle, closing in tentatively on his 
flank, uttering sugary endearments in a silken 
voice, was, he fancied, a mere nuisance that could 
be removed by one extra-tigerish snarl, when 
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the proper moment came to make the spring for 
daylight and freedom. 

Then all at once the sieve^ as big as a cart- 
wheel, which the girl had been trundling before 
her, swept round and fell on him, and he was 
caged. 

"There y'are,'^ said Gracie, coolly tossing a 
stool upon the sieve to weight it. "Now you can 
easily work him into the sack yourself, and the 
job's done." 

She thereupon ran into the kitchen to rinse 
her hands, and by the time she returned Jock 
was in the yard, grinning at a convulsed writh- 
ing bundle of sackcloth at his feet. 

"Porkus crispy! Can't he swear!" he ex- 
claimed. "I've been wanting badly to dhrown 
th' evil baste for many a long day, but this time, 
begob, his number's up!" 

"Oh, no, you don't," said Gracie. "Not yet, 
anyway. I may want him. I've a plan." 

"Take him and welcome," Jock replied, turn- 
ing on his heel, "but if it's a part of your plan 
to make a pet of Annie's Dioul, ye'll rear him 
yourself." 

"Don't go 'way, Jock, there's no trouble," she 
pleaded. "All I want ye to do is to shoot him 
over Daddy Maher's wall when I give the signal. 
The Yank has gone down there to talk about the 
idol, and I'm going to nip in. I canH let me- 
self be shown up. I must do something. So 
if they're getting too hot on the track in the con- 
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versation, I'll clap my hands^ and do you slip 
the Dioul in among the roses, and that'll change 
the subject, if nothing else will. Ye'll help me, 
won't ye?" 

"I will so," the youth declared, with spas- 
modic glee. ^Where'U I be?" 

"You'll be beyond the wall, standing very 
quiet," she explained. "They've just had time 
to be in the thick of the talk by this, so come 
along." 

"Be sure and shoot him well over into the 
garden," she continued, as they hastened along 
the road, Jock carrying the bounding sack at 
arm's length. "And don't have him sticking to 
the wall and jumping back on ye." 

"Oh the puck I have waiting for him will in- 
duce him over all right," the youth assured her. 

"There they are!" she whispered, when they 
arrived, on tip-toe, under the wall. 

They listened and could plainly hear Arnold 
Pegwynn's somewhat indsive drawl, reminis- 
cent to Grade of the preacher's voice which 
floated out through the open windows of the 
Presbyterian chapel on still Sunday mornings. 

"Stay just here, and mind ye don't shuffle 
about," she warned her accomplice. "Try to 
look innocent if anybody comes along, or they'll 
think you're stealing. I'll clap as hard as I 
can." 

An instant's recollection at the gate, in order 
to take control of her facial expression, her 
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breathing, and her demeanour generally, and 
lifting the hasp she tripped in gaily and guile- 
lessly, 

"Daddy, do forgive my intrusion,'^ she cried, 
swooping down upon the old man prettily. "I 
knew you had a visitor, but I am so lonesome. 
Mr. Pegwynn told me he'd go when I came — ^but 
please don't, Mr. Pegwynn. Really, I'll sit 
quiet, and I know all Mr. Maher's business, so 
you can go on talking just as though I wasn't 
here at all !" 

Justin Maher had surrendered the wicker 
couch to his guest, and himself sat upright at a 
small table, upon which, in so far unspoiled 
symmetry, stood a decanter of whiskey, a syphon 
of soda, and a pair of tumblers. Gracie took 
possession of a footstool, and planted herself be- 
tween the two men. Mr. Maher smiled upon 
her, but Arnold Pegwynn took his cigar from his 
mouth, and seemed to be measuring the clouds 
with it. 

"Quite so," he murmured. 

"I can guess what you've come about — the 
idol," Gracie continued, vivaciously. "Do tell 
me what's going to happen. I'm not a bit in- 
quisitive as a rule — ^am I, daddy? — ^but I'm horr- 
ribly interested in this." 

"So it appears," said Arnold Pegwynn, icily. 

"I fear, from what I'm told, that you're not 
a very tactful go-between, Gracie," said Justin 
Maher, gently. "According to Mr. Pegwynn, 
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onr Chnrchtotm friend attaches considerable 
weight to my opinion, and solicits it in a most 
friendly spirit." 

"That^s what it comes to," the advocate has- 
tened to add. "I don't say McNulty puts it pre- 
cisely in that way. He's a man of forceful per- 
sonality, as you know, and he does not always 
express himself as po-litely as he should. Still, 
that's his trend. He's unhappy about it, and he 
thinks of you. He'll stand by your verdict- 
sure." 

Gracie sniffed — no feeble, involuntary sniffle, 
but a violent shock of air in the nasal cavities 
with a deliberate rhetorical effect. 

^^That's not the impression he made on me/' 
she said, her voice contralto with disdain. ^^He 
was positively insulting. He pretty nearly 
swore." 

"If he only pretty nearly did it, my contention 
is as good as provedf Arnold Pegwynn argued. 
"McNulty's flash point is extremely low, and 
so is his language, I admit. He has spent his life 
bereft of the refining influences of female society, 
you must remember. And if he only pretty 
nearly swore, he was trying ver-ry hard to be 
good, you take it from me. You ought to have 
encouraged him, instead of giving him the nasty 
flick you did." 

"I 'didnHT' crimed Qrlacie, starting up, her 
cheeks aflame under Justin's eye. 
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^TTou may not have meant it, but something 
you said caught him on the raw, badly,'^ the 
advocate said, with crafty, forensic pathos. 

"Well, of all the mean ould " 

"Gracie ! Gracie !" 

Justin Maher's murmured remonstrance and 
indrawn breath of pain silenced her; but her 
toes pattered angrily. 

"Now, Mr, Maher, you give me carte blanche 
to negotiate a conference, and just see how our 
friend will jump at the offer," Arnold Pegwynn 
suggested. 

"Oh, by all means,^^ Justin Maher agreed, 
genially. "I am always ready to receive an old 
colleague. The estrangement was none of my 
making." 

"That's what I like to hear," said Pegwynn, 
heartily. "Nothing warms my heart like evi- 
dence of human good-fellowship. I'll try a dose 
of your stuff — ^what's the vernacular for it? — 
potteen/^ 

' ^^Pothrj/een, you pronounce it," Gracie cor- 
rected, vindictively. "And that isn't pothyeen, 
anyway. Pothyeen's white." 

"Colourless, I suppose you mean," murmured 
the American, accepting battle, humorously. 

"Same thing," responded she, contemptuously. 

"Dear me, dear me! I can't have you two 
people rapping one another's knuckles in this 
fashion," Justin Maher interposed, whilst care- 
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fully diluting the spirit at the syphon tap. 
^^Whatever has made you so cantankerous this 
morning^ Gracie?'' 

**It's the way you're not believing what I told 
you McNulty said to me," she answered, des- 
perately. 

ms point gained, Arnold Pegwynn was not 
the man to allow a case to be re-argued. 

"Poor old McNulty!" he began reflectively. 
"If you only knew him better, you would be 
more merciful to him. Miss Bresnin. In his 
simple credulity he is a truly winning figure. 
To see him, night after night, take that idol from 
the cabinet and erect it on the billiard table — 
it is a moving spectacle. He is pig-headed and 
insusceptible to reason, I'll allow, but he sticks 
to his guns, and I always admire a man for that. 
He has something of the childlike faith of an 
Early Christian martyr, and if only he was not 
quite so blasphemous " 

^^Where did you say he keeps it?" Gracie 
interrupted. 

"In the cigar-cabinet, which he locks and un- 
locks as if it were a tabernacle," the American 
replied, venting his queer, artificial, but infec- 
tious laugh. 

"I think I can understand his feeling," re- 
marked Justin Maher, rather deprecating the 
ridicule. "Quite apart from the intrinsic value 
of the object — ^which may, after all, be not in- 
considerable — ^no one knows better than myself 
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the powerful attraction exercised upon some 
types of mind by idols and other objects that are 
or have been the instruments or media of wor- 
ship. To my thinking, not even the crudest 
cannibal totem was conceived quite by chance, 
and one is always pretty safe in judging races 
by the character of their idolatry. All these 
grotesque shapes represent the tortured con- 
jecturings of the dismayed human soul as it 
gazes into the unknown, and there are few of 
us with intelligences so high but, facing these 
embodied fears, find some surviving echo of ter- 
ror or horror in our own minds." 

"I like the theory," said Arnold Pegwynn, 
affably, but without emotion. "Yet I don't think 
it meets McNulty's case. I can't believe he de- 
tects in himself any personal or spiritual resem- 
blance or aflftnity to the idol in question. You 
ought to see it yourself." 

"Ah! I've come across some very curious 
specimens in my time," murmured Justin, his 
placid smile broadening. "And I have actually 
in my possession a dozen or so of rather rare 
workmanship and strange fancy. I would like 
to show you one or two, if you think it would 
amuse you, and you have time. One in partic- 
ular, a jolly little fellow ^" 

"I was for a ride with your son Stephen yes- 
terday, Mr. Pegwynn," Oracle broke in, reck- 
lessly. 

"You were?" said Arnold Pegwynn. "Well 
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now^ let me warn you that the evidence against 
jou is very damaging indeed. On the evening 
previous McNulty comes in from an ante-pran- 
dial constitutional fuming like a geyser^ and 
when pressed for a reason, he says he met you. 
It seemed to me an inadequate reason at the 
time, and looking at you now, I find it hard to 
accept it as a reason at all. But yesterday 
Stephen comes in to lunch as cheerful as if he'd 
been chief mourner at his own funeral, and he 
has grown worse since. I asked where he had 
been. He said where, but he didn't mention you. 
I wonder why ? I may tell you that Stephen has 
been scientifically brought up. I have dipped 
him judiciously in real life, to make him invul- 
nerable, and so far as I know he has no partic- 
uarly tender spot. But some one has managed 
to cook his goose. Is it you?" 

He sat up straight, and stared at Gracie in 
open apprehension. Gracie tossed her head, and 
turned her back on him. 

« 

"D'ye imagine I go about cooking people's 
geese?" she said. 

"There again," the American replied, shak- 
ing his head, "the culinary operation may have 
been unintentional. However, that's his worry, 
not mine. I thought at first he was contracting 
a zymotic disease. I'm pleased to find he isn't. 
What was it you were saying about that idol 
of yours, Mr. Maher?" 

"It is a curious and valuable Burmese image/' 
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Justin took up his story patiently. "Possibly 
pre-Buddhistic, for certain obscure cults are 
known to have survived for many centuries; 
after the reign of Asoka, the Constantine of 
Buddhism. But of this I am by no means sure. 
At all events the idol seems to have been fairly 
popular, which is not to be wondered at, consid- 
ering his cheerful disposition. Many examples 
of him are extant, and I am fortunate in the 
possession of two in good preservation. He may 
have been a household deity, a kind of lar famr 
iltaria. Or perhaps the presiding genius of ban- 
quets and carousals." 

"I'd like to make his acquaintance," said Peg- 
wynn, "if he's handy." 

"I'll fetch him at once," said Justin, arising. 

"D'ye mean the ugly grinning little beast we 
had out the other day?" cried Gracie, jumping 
up excitedly. "Let me bring him. I know 
where he is." 

"No, no, Gracie. Youll be straining your- 
self one of these times meddling with that box," 
said her friend. "Sit down and entertain Mr. 
Pegwynn while I'm away. I'll bring them both." 

"Oh yes, doF^ cried the girl. 

And she clapped her hands enthusiastically. 

Instantly a venomous snarling ensued, and a 
striped, writhing body hurtled through the air, 
landing heavily on the lawn, not ten paces from 
the table. The tom-cat fell on his feet, as tom- 
cats infallibly will, but it was very dazed, and 
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remained a second or two spitting vicionsly^ his 
for mlBed with rage, his teeth bared, and his 
tail beating the ground like a loop of a skip- 
ping-rope. Then he slunk away among the roses. 

^'Daddy ! It's Annie's Dioul ! The Dioul's in 
the garden !" shrieked Gracie. 

"It was the wicked brute, sure enough," Jus- 
tin Maher declared, grasping his cane, and 
otherwise developing, for him, astonishing agil- 
ity, ^^e must have him out at once. Throw 
open the gate, Oracle. Call Sullivan — Sulli- 
van!" he hailed in a strong voice. "Jinny, I 
want you. Sullivan ! Where is that slug of a 
man? He's never here when I want him!" 

"He's gone in over there— quick !" cried 
Oracle, mendaciously, pointing towards the 
kitchen garden. She had already thrown open 
the gate for form's sake, shutting it again with 
a backward kick. "There he is — I see him!" 

"It was a cat, wasn't it?" queried Arnold 
Pegwynn, nervous and a little at a loss amid the 
sudden clamour. "Seemed rather large. A 
common, domesticated cat, I take it?" 

"Oh no — wildF^ Oracle paused to inform 
him, with rounded eyes. "As wild as anything ! 
A perfect terror!" 

"You don't say!" murmured the advocate, 
following the hunt gingerly. 

"Oet a stick, Oracie," said her host, who was 
prodding the rose-bushes vigorously. "And you 
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haven't opened the gate. Open it, and he's sure 
to run out if we beat him towards it. You must 
excuse us, Mr. Pegwynn. I hold all cats in de- 
testation, but this one is by far the most malign 
of his dreadful species. Ah! — ^here you are at 
last, Sullivan ! The Dioul is somewhere about." 

"Here he is — quick, oh quick !" squealed 
Gracie, starting another false scent. 

And the field, now reinforced by Sullivan and 
Jinny, whose hands and arms were covered with 
wet flour, followed the view halloa. 

"I'm no good at this sort of thing," said the 
American, apologetically. "I'm only in the way. 
With your permission, Mr. Maher, I'll call 
again. I've no doubt next time I'll be bringing 
McNulty along with me. 

"I deeply regret the annoyance," said Justin, 
withdrawing for a moment from the pursuit; 
"but you see how helpless we are! Do by all 
means call again, as soon as you can, and bring 
McNulty with you." 

"Look out, daddy! He's coming your way!" 
warned the chief beater, this time truthfully. 

Justin, seeing a commotion among the ivy- 
leaves, stabbed at the spot, and the harassed 
tom-cat, breaking cover, was making straight for 
the now open gate when in her apparent panic 
Gracie unluckily headed him off. So the line 
of beaters had to be re-formed under the ex- 
commissioner's skilled direction. 
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Meanwhile Arnold Pegwynn had slipped away 
throngh the house, and Gracie, listening anx- 
iously, heard the welcome snorting of the re- 
ceding car. Forthwith she gave herself in earn- 
est to the task of dislodging the Dionl, who, for 
his party no sooner was permitted a clear line of 
retreat to the gate than he took it. 

Sullivan and Jinny, after a brief confabula- 
tion which their master did not encourage, re- 
turned to their respective employments, and 
Oracle and Justin Maher sat down opposite one 
another, panting. 

"I don't know how it is, something or other 
always seems to happen whenever I have a visi- 
tor," he complained regretfully. "There is never 
such a lamentable contretemps in other people's 
houses, I feel sure." 

"There often is in ours," Oracle murmured. 

"Then it must all be your fault," said he, 
amiling affectionately. 

"Oh, must it!" replied she, veritably enjoy- 
ing the sense of aggrievement which she mim- 
icked so well — a rare and convenient gift, this. 
^*I suppose I'm to be blamed for the Dioul's do- 
ings next?" 

"The Dioul is beyond blame," said Justin Ma- 
her. "Like the Unmentionable One whose cog- 
nomen fits him so aptly, he is an Antinomian." 

"What's them?" queried Oracle. 

So, overlooking the unpardonable grammar, 
Justin Maher, with erudite fullness and many 
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historical examples, explained the meaning of 
the term. 

"They're rather nice !^' exclaimed Gracie, when 
he had finished* "I think / must be one/' 

"Welly it's just a question/' said Justin Maher. 



CHAPTER XI 

A LOCKSMITH, AND LOVH 

STEPHEN did not come to Cloyne that day, 
and since it is not in human nature to 
maintain a concert pitch of expectancy indef- 
initely, Gracie ceased to await him. She made 
selections from the routine of her normal life, 
and applied herself to them energetically, but 
wUthout pleasure or zest. The rumours and 
alarms of her mind had by this time combined 
with the detached, indescribable sensations in 
her body to crystallise into a strangre pain that 
was neither mental nor physical, and she was 
humbled and afraid. 

And the worst of it was, there was a strong 
element of behest in the pain. It was urgent, 
like the toothache, intensifying in stillness, and 
impelling to action — as to what kind of action, 
she was left without the least hint. The impor- 
tunate longing for Stephen's presence seemed 
something quite distinct from the subtle tor- 
ment, and the dreamed-of fulfilment of the long- 
ing carried with it no promise of ease, but rather 
the reverse. She dreaded further contact with 
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him while she sighed for him. If this was loye, 
she did not like it at all. 

Bhe spent an hour with her paint-box — ^paint- 
ing a group of Stephen's roses, whose petals, 
beautiful to the last, were ready to fall at a 
breath. She took Nell for a gallop — ^and inde- 
pendently of her will, it seemed, her route crossed 
and recrossed the road by which Stephen would 
come, if come he would. Then Jock, weary and 
sardonic, returned to the garage from a pro- 
longed spying expedition to Ghurchtown, bring- 
ing no news of the sort that would have com- 
forted her. Of less welcome information con- 
cerning the idol he had plenty. 

"Qorra! We missed a bit o' fun down there 
this mornin'," he said. "Biddy's started agin." 

'^What's she done?" Gracie demanded, wasp- 
ishly impatient. 

"She got properly dhronk wid th' money ye 
give her, an' made a f oine ould raid on McNulty's 
house," he narrated, stolidly, grunting where he 
would have laughed had he not missed his din- 
ner and tea. "She wanted to see the anti-queety, 
the pains bein' on her, and she doublin' up agin. 
McNulty kim out at her, but she chased him in, 
and did the same to the others, an' th' dogs as 
well, by all accounts. Nothin' would pacify her, 
and she rattled th' winders till two was brack. 
They sint to th' barracks, an' she fought a whole 
posse of police, and they stood off from her till 
she lay down an' cried. Thin they got a cart 
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and took her. That's th' last ye'U hear or see of 
Biddy-th'-Bend, I'm thinkin'/' 

Oracle, after a spell of indignation, daring 
which she breathed hard in silence, collapsed de- 
jectedly upon a box. 

^^It's all my fault, I suppose," she groaned. 
"Poor old Biddy! I'll not play the fool again 
as long as I live." 

"I back ye don't," jeered Jock in a mutter. 

*^'ve had enough of that idol, anyway," she 
stormed, suddenly vehement, springing to her 
feet again, and kicking the box over viciously. 
^^I'm going to put a stop to it. I'm going to 
nick it." 

"I wish ye luck," said Jock, distantly. 

"I'll do it this very night," she cried. "I've 
found out where 'tis kept. I'll steal it." 

"It'll be as aisy as talkin', I don't doubt," 
remarked Jock, trying to walk backwards whilst 
preserving a stationary aspect. 

"McNulty has it in the billiard-room, and we 
could get it in a jiffy," she proceeded, speaking 
like a medium in a trance, so rapidly her brain 
was elaborating the scheme. 

^^We won't, thin," dissented he, flatly. "I'm 
not runnin' me head into paynal servy-chude 
for you, or th' idol, or anybody else. Trespass 
I've done for ye, an' lyin' an' robbin'. But bur- 
glin' McNulty's house — not this fellah!" 

**What d'ye mean, Jock?" demanded Grade, 
accusingly. "Ye're as deep in it as me, aren't 
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ye? You carried it there, and put it in the 
hole, and all the rest of it, didn't ye? Ye're not 
going to back out of it now — don't you believe it. 
Ye're as much to blame as I am, every bit, I 
couldn't have done it by myself." 

"Yes, but you tould me!" Jock protested. 

^fYes, but you did it," she retorted. 

"Oh, gum !" groaned he, rendered limp in will, 
and structurally as regards his backbone, by 
this cruel betrayal. 

"Don't be such a ninny, Jock," she said more 
kindly, observing her mastery. "It isn't really 
burglary, and they won't have ye up if ye're 
with me. They'll see it's a joke. Besides, it's 
not as if it was McNulty's idol. We're only 
taking it back." 

"Do as ye like," muttered Jock, abjectly. 
"All I say is, I hope we're copped. It 'ud be 
better for me." 

"I'll sneak out here after supper, and we'll 
discuss it," said she, briskly. "Come now, and 
I'll coax Bertha to give ye something nice to eat. 
Then I'll tell papa I've sent ye on an errand, and 
ye can have a good long sleep till dark. There's 
nothing to be afraid of, ye — cuckoo !" 

Jock hung his head morosely, but he availed 
himself readily of Grade's intercession with the 
cook, and that was his price. 

It was a joyless evening for both of them, 
subsequently. Jock, playing his own hand, did 
his utmost to foster despondency, but neither his 
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lugubrious mutterings, nor the influence of the 
ebbing night could add much to the misery 
which had been settling with leaden weight in 
Oracle's breast all day. 

The proper time for burglary^ as the youth 
pointed out, is in the small hours of the mom- 
ingy between midnight and cockcrow, when day- 
light creatures, human and animal, are sunk 
in their first and most profound slumbers. This 
wise theory came only as an after-thought, how- 
ever, and in practice involved a long wait in the 
chill garage, where Oracle was made to feel the 
inadequacy of a thin gymnasium costume 
against the sweet but icy dew. 

A queer sound in the fields beyond, like a fan- 
fare from infinitesimal trumpets, led to the sub- 
ject of fairies, whose existence in fact neither of 
them questioned. A sound like the patter of 
bare feet in the road-dust, and a gust of wind 
like the sigh of an invisible crowd, suggested 
ghosts, and Jock thereupon frightened himself 
into silence by a tale of a black dog that smelt 
at the heels of travellers along a certain spec- 
ified road, and vanished when you turned to look 
at it. Ohosts, also, Oracle counted among the 
undeniable realities, having a basis in reason 
and religion, and she shifted her position so as 
to have a wall at her back, and shivered. 

Fortunately at this juncture, when the rims of 
her eyes were growing hot and dry, and her feet 
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were cold in their canvas shoes, and her courage 
was oozing away at every creak of the branches 
and scurry of rats, the police patrol stamped by, 
and the martial aspect of the three grossly ma- 
terial constables, with their rifles slung over 
their shoulders, marching grimly across a land- 
scape painted with silver upon slate, and filmed 
with milk, thrilled them both with a sense of out- 
lawry, and Grade, at any rate, began to glow 
again, with excitement, if not precisely with en- 
thusiasm. 

"I'm glad we didn't start earlier," she said. 
"We might have run into them peelers. It's 
late enough now, I think." 

She held her wrist-watch up to a moonbeam. 

"A quarter to one. If we go easy well get 
there in just nice time." 

"Y'are goin' thin?" Jock presented his fif- 
tieth ultimatum. 

"Good gracious heavens, ye fule, have ye no 
sense at all !" she hissed. "Have I been sitting 
out here in wretchedness for the pleasure of 
your company? I am going, and I'll nick that 
image, I don't care what happens." 

"Come on, thin, and get it over," said Jock, 
dully, wheeling forth the bicycles. 

"Ye've got the tools?" Gracie charged him, 
knowing how prone he was to absent-mindedness 
when it suited his purpose. 

"I have a knife an' a chis'l an' a bit o' wire to 
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pick a lock wid/' Jock replied. ^^Enough to get 
sivin years for if I was caught wid 'em this time 
o' night/' 

"Couldn't we take your little crowbar?" 

"I keep tellin' ye I'm not going to do any 
damidge/' Jock declared, with stress. "If we 
can't get in aisy, we'll kape out." 

"Will we! You'll see!" Gracie murmured. 

Waiting till Jock was safely started, she 
stepped on to the pedals, and sped after him. 
They rode thereafter side by side, for although 
she would have preferred to have ridden alone 
and dream, the youth, being secretly in need of 
moral support, raised the plea that her close pro- 
pinquity would screen him from suspicion should 
any one chance to see them, and lessen his 
chance of arrest next day when the police were 
put on the trail, as they surely would be, he 
said. 

"Don't you fret," said Gracie, though her own 
heart was quaking at the notion. "If they drop 
on you I'll own up and set the laugh against 
them properly. Ould McNulty would see the 
joke all right." 

"If he does 'twill be the first joke he iver seen 
in his life," commented Jock, doubtfully. 

Before venturing, into the grounds of Old 
Turret, they made a complete circuit of the place, 
scanning every window for a sign of light and 
wakefulness. Not a glimmer was to be seen, 
and the ghostly moonshine and stiff black shad- 
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0WS9 together with the wraith-like exhalations 
that crept about the lawn and lower story, ac- 
centuated the stillness. 

They stole up the drive, and balancing their 
machines conveniently against a bush adjacent 
to the gate, tip-toed through the shrubbery until 
they reached the edge of the lawn, where they 
paused. Their very stealthiness had bred fear 
in them both, and the cold mists made them 
shiver. All Grade's elan had long since evap- 
orated, and she felt curiously faint in the knees. 
As to Jock, when he tried to whisper, his ut-. 
terance was alternately mere voiceless breath 
and echoing guttural, while his teeth clattered 
as though he were doing it purposely. 

^^Let's get out of it," he implored. "Sure he 
might be pointing a gun at us this minyut for all 
we know." 

"Oh, ye coward, Jock!" Gracie sibilated, 
taunting and pleading at once. "Go home, then, 
if you want, and leave me do it meself ." 

"I'll do it, faith," groaned he, gallantly. 
"I'm on'y prachin' common-sinse." 

They risked noise for the sake of rapidity in 
their passage across the lawn, and on the ver- 
andah in front of the billiard-room annexe they 
were still under the searchlight glare of the 
sulphurous moon. However, they could not 
now be seen, either from the house or from the 
road, ^ Jock, after listening intently for a 
minute or two, produced a long thin knife such 
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as clickers use, and began to feel for fastenings. 

The top and bottom bolts, if any there were, 
had not been secured, and the heavy window- 
doors were held together by a single ordinary 
catch in the centre. By the manner in which 
the doors gave inwards to pressure it was ob- 
vious that he could have forced them with his 
shoulder — a course which, in her nervous im- 
patience. Grade urged. But Jock as a me- 
chanic scorned the clumsy expedient, and in a 
very few minutes, by the simple means of his 
pliant knife-blade, he had pushed back the catch 
upon its spring, and the doors swung noiselessly 
apart. 

Oracle and himself crept hurriedly into the 
darkness of the billiard-room, glad to be out of 
the searching moonlight, a shaft of which, like 
the prow of a phantom ship, preceded them in. 
Nevertheless, the relief was evanescent, and they 
only exchanged their uneasiness for fear of a 
more definite quality. For the atmosphere of the 
billiard-room was thickly striated with cigar 
smoke, redolent of the fumes of punch, and 
warm with the genial breath of the merry com- 
pany which must have been gathered there not 
half an hour previously. 

"Gorra !" quavered Jock, "I think we'd betther 
wait a bit. They Ve on'y jist stipt out, an' it's 
odds on it one or other of 'em will be stipping 
back agin." 
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"Whist !'^ Gracie hissed. "If ye can't whis- 
per like a human being don't talk at all. What 
would they be coming back for?" 

"They'll be dhronk be the smell they've lift/' 
reasoned he, trembling. "An' it's like a dhronk 
man to mislay something an' go wandherin' 
afther it. That now." 

He picked up from the, billiard table, which 
was uncovered, with balls and cues strewn upon 
it pell-mell, a cigarette-case, open, and partly 
filled. It belonged to Stephen. Grade recog- 
nised it at a glance, and a sigh mixed itself up 
with the recurring shiver, half of fear, half of 
cold. 

It was thrilling indeed to be an amateur bur- 
glar, sneaking about at midnight in the house 
where the man she loved was sleeping, and had 
she not loved him quite so well, or had he been 
a different stamp of man, it would have been a 
thrill of the pure perilous delight that suited her 
nature best. As things were, she preferred to 
dismiss all thought of Stephen from her mind, to 
keep him out of the episode, so that even the 
mental figment of him should not witness her 
folly and indiscretion. Not that, under the 
nerve-racking circumstances, it would have 
been an easy matter to muse upon him, had she 
wanted to. 

"We'd have got the thing be this if ye didn't 
stand there talking about it," she said, vixenish 
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with growing terror. "Look — there's the cuj)- 
board. Have a try at it while I keep an ear to 
the door." 

The cigar cabinet was midway down the room. 
The door at which Gracie crouched in order to 
bring her ear on a level with the draughty key- 
hole was at the lower end. From where she was, 
in the dark, she could watch Jock, who was on 
his knees before the cabinet in strong radiance, 
and she was amazed, even to the suppression of 
her fears, by his dexterous manipulation of a 
piece of steel wire. 

She could not see exactly how it was done, but 
it was perfectly plain that the youth was work- 
ing according to scientific rule, and that there 
was nothing haphazard in the shape the wire 
took in his deft fingers, or in the way he insin- 
uated it into the lock. 

Quite soon, signalling the feat with a soft 
suction of a tooth, he twisted his wrist sharply, 
producing a sharp, satisfactory snap, and then 
all he had to do was to turn the knob. For- 
getting her function in her eagerness, Gracie 
glided to his side, and sat down on her heels. 

"Gripes! It's a young tobacco shop!" mut- 
tered he, feeling among the contents. "Oigars 
be the bushel! D'ye think, now, he'd be likely 
to miss a handful?" 

"Don't you dare!" she warned him severely. 
^^Try farther back. Heavens, if it isn't here 
after all !" 
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"It is, faith! Tye me hand on him," said 
Jock. 

A bump or two, followed by a clatter of tum- 
bling cigar-boxes that transfixed them both for 
an instant, and Jock sank back from his knees to 
his buttocks with the idol in his lap. 

"Got ye,'^ whispered Gracie, triumphantly, 
seizing the prize. "Now shut the door as softly 
as ever ye can, and we'll hook it.'^ 

But Jock nev^r stirred. He had ceased even 
to breathe, and she, catching sight of his face, 
was transfixed a second time. 

He was staring over her shoulder, livid with 
horror and moonshine, his mouth enormously 
agape, his eyes bulging. She spun round with a 
jerk to follow the direction of his gaze, and 
owing to her squatting posture and the weight 
of the idol, lost her balance in the act, and 
sprawled on the floor. 

From that position she saw that the door, 
the inner door she had just left, was slowly 
opening. With a frightful bellow of warning, 
Jock leapt to his feet, and charged out of the 
room, vanishing across the area of light as 
swiftly as a telegraph pole flashes past the win- 
dows of an express. 

A whimper of despair escaped Grade's lips. 
Nevertheless, still hugging the idol, she was 
making off after him no less impetuously, when 
a pair of hands, of gigantic size, it seemed, 
closed upon her waist, almost encircling it, and 
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she was lifted into the air, whirled round in a 
semicircley and planted down again^ breathless 
and totteringy so that she would have fallen but 
for the support of her captor's arms. 

"Well of all the— Oracle! You!" gasped 
Stephen Pegwynn, poising over her like a kite 
that had just pounced upon a vole. 

"Oo-ah! Oo-ah!'^ she panted, too stricken to 
weep ; and indeed she was fluttering with fear. 

"I hope I haven't hurt you by my roughness/' 
he said. "I couldn't be expected to know " 

Her waist was still spanned by his hands, al- 
though the grip had somewhat relaxed. She 
was bent backwards, and more or less pinioned 
by his arms, so that with her shoulder she could 
feel that his heart was palpitating almost as 
wildly as her own. They were close to the veran- 
dah, facing the moon, and she raised her head, 
slowly and timidly, to look at him, her face woe- 
ful with the expression of a child anticipating 
immediate corporal chastisement. 

"I couldn't very well guess it was you, could 
I?" he repeated. 

His unconcealed emotion troubled her more 
than anything. Her own terror was already 
subsiding, and she was now thinking of the dis- 
favour and disgust which, visibly to her appre- 
hensive gaze, was ousting his previous liking and 
respect for her. The eyes she turned up to him 
pleaded passionately for clemency — ^leniency, not 
so much of treatment, as of view. 
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**What^s it all mean?" he queried distractedly, 
his eyes ravishing hers meanwhile with a quite 
diflFerent curiosity. "Bather a risky sort of joke 
for you, cracking cribs — what?" 

"It^s this," she said, indicating with a spas- 
modic movement the idol, which she had con- 
trived to sustain only by underpinning it with a 
knee. 

He hastened to relieve her of it, thereby in- 
terrupting a certain ocular phenomenon that can 
only be described as an almost perceptible eman- 
ation of their souls through their steadfast eyes 
— mutually magnetic projections that had met, 
coalesced, and were beginning to contract, drag- 
ging their faces, their lips, into proximity. 

This, however, is a wholly inadequate trans- 
cription into words of a precious physical sen- 
sation that was truly ineffable. When Stephen 
glanced downwards at the idol, to take it, the 
queer spell was dissolved, and Gracie turned her 
head away. 

"Let me go," she murmured faintly, tugging 
weakly with both hands at the remaining big 
fingers which were clutching the loose clothing 
at her waist. 

"The infernal idol again!" exclaimed he, 
laughing, ignoring her protest, which, indeed, 
was less against his embrace than in mitigation 
of the overpowering effects of his touch upon 
her. "The unsaintly joss seems to be mixed up 
in everything." 
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He swung it behind him, placing it on the bil- 
liard-table^ on the edge of which he was half- 
seated, and his left arm being thus freed again, 
he enveloped her with it, locking his hands. 
Soon afterwards hia thumb entrapped her pluck- 
ing fingers, which henceforth lay powerless and 
unresisting. 

"Do explain the situation/' he said, endeavour- 
ing, with some success, to neutralise all trace of 
passionate feeling. "It's about the rummiest sit- 
uation that ever was !'' 

^'I wanted the idol back," she said, with low- 
ered head, speaking poutingly, from behind a 
thick screen of her hair. 

For her red- woollen cap had fallen off in the 
struggle, and lay precariously on her shoulder, 
and her otherwise unbound hair swathed her 
like a cloud. 

"It belongs to Mr. Maher." 

"Oh, I begin to see," exclaimed he, softly. 

"It was me hid it in the new well," she con- 
fessed, 

His chest commenced to quake with inward 
laughter, shaking her. 

"Let's have the complete story," he said. 

"I borrowed it from Mr. Maher — ^without his 
knowing." 

"Yes." 

"I didn't think till afterwards. It was mean 
to him, and he won't forgive me. So I wanted 
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to get it back before it was too late. Please 
let me have it/' 

"Don't bother about that just now/' he said. 
^TLieave it to me. I'll fix it. What was the idea 
in the first place? Why did you do it?" 

"Just fun. . Do loose me." 

"I don't know so much about that," he re- 
plied. "After all, you're my " prisoner, you 
know." 

He paused a while, and then, with a slight 
general pressure of his arms that brought her 
more nearly facing him, he murmured in an en- 
tirely altered tone: 

"Gracie." 

Abashed, she seemed to dwindle, and her head 
sank lower than her flexibly-raised shoulder. 

"Do you know how I chanced to be here when 
everybody else is asleep?" he whispered, his 
lips so closely pursuing her ear that they touched 
her hair sensibly. 

She shook her head. She had no breath, and 
no command over her tongue. Nevertheless she 
could not but marvel at the self-possession of her 
mind when all else seemed to be taken out of her 
control. 

"For the last two hours I've been walking 
about in the fields — thinking of you," he pro- 
ceeded, an incomprehensible break in his voice, 
as if he were recounting a great sorrow. 
"Gracie, I can't do without you." 
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The abnormal self-poesession was going now. 
In her brain was a confused murmur^ and a sense 
of tidal onrush, and falling darkness. 

"Tve thought it all out," he continued, speak- 
ing indistinctly, in gushes. "There were all 
sorts of reasons why not — ^but they didn't count 
against — Closing you. Gracie, I want you to 
marry me. I want you to be my wife. I'll 
wait as long as you like. But I can't go away, 
I can't turn to anything till we've settled thatJ^ 

Marriage! Wife! With one seven-leagued 
stride he had stepped from shore to shore, from 
reality to reality, entirely skipping the little 
magic isle of romance she had prepared for him 
in mid-stream. 

And he had wrapt her up, and carried her over 
with him — that was the extraordinary part about 
it. The words she must use in response were 
of a coinage she had not yet evaluated. She 
had prepared herself to give and take sweet 
badinage, to exchange all the pretty counters 
of courtship, to deny, and ultimately to grant, 
kisses. And there was he, demanding herself, 
no less, and offering himself in exchange. 

They had rushed from the first to the last page 
of their romance just as you might let the bent 
pages of a book whip past under your thumb, 
and even in her excitement and surprise she 
strove to invent a subterfuge that would com- 
pel him to retrace his steps, and start afresh. 
But there was a turbulent delight within her 
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like the music of the frenzied harps, and her 
mind, borne helplessly on the wings of his plead- 
ing, was dazed and blinded by the velocity of 
the flight. 

"Don't say no,'' he was saying, interpreting 
quite wrongly her silence and stillness. "Give 
me a chance. Think about me — all you can — as 
kindly as you can. You'll be my queen. I'll 
be ruled by you. In every mortal thing. You'll 
never need to alter a bit. You'll always be care- 
less and free and happy with me — ^just as you 
are — ^if you will. Oh, if you could only love me, 
Gracie ! Love me really — enough to marry ! It 
seems impossible. And yet — Gracie — ^little girl 
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Although his words were neither inspired nor 
very coherent, they were exalted into something 
resembling poetry by the intensity of his emo- 
tion, and he spoke in a kind of broken rhythm, 
to which he once or twice rocked her in his arms, 
with hypnotic effect. 

His voice seemed to grow louder and louder, 
the moon appeared to expand, and thinking she 
was about to faint, Gracie raised her right arm 
to thrust him away, while her lithe body braced 
itself stiffly against the narrowing compass of 
his embrace. 

But the arm, instead of fending him off rig- 
idly, as its mission was, fell lightly upon his 
shoulder, and remained there, and understand- 
ing that it was not f aintness but an unutterable. 
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inconceivable ecstasy that was coming over her, 
she drooped forward upon his breast to let it 
take possession of her. 

It was then they kissed. Her head fell back 
in the instant of her abandonment to the surg- 
ing pleasure that overwhelmed her when he 
crushed her to him in arms that seemed made of 
cushioned steel, and she felt his lips pressing 
upon her half-opened mouth. Joy rushed up 
through her, like a spray of permeating, electri- 
fied ether, commencing at her feet and escaping 
through her hair, and with a sob she came to her- 
self, and opened her eyes, and smiled. She 
felt as if she had been born again, or that her 
soul had passed through a bath of sublimating 
fire. 

"You're a fine one!" she said, after a pause 
filled with gradually subsiding vibrations. "Tak- 
ing a liberty like that without asking.'^ 

Her shyness was gone, irrevocably, so far tran- 
scended by their new relation to one another 
that when her arm was slipping from his shoul- 
der she quite naturally re-settled it, curving her 
wrist and hand around his neck. There was an 
intimacy in her voice, too, which was not due to 
deliberate guile, and rather surprised her by 
its novelty. 

"It's quite easy to tell you've never been kissed 
before," he remarked, a comfortable familiarity 
coming to him likewise. 

"Oh, I dare say, now, you'd be a good judge," 
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she said, shaking herself into reality and adjust- 
ing her cap. "Have you kissed very many girls 
in your time?'' 

"I didn't mean that," he explained, lamely 
enough. "One can tell — somehow." 

A vapourish jealousy came into transient be- 
ing, and drifted among her confused thoughts 
and feelings as if seeking a base; but in her 
wisdom she quashed the unwelcome shade, whose 
only effect was to breed the impassioned resolve 
that so far as kisses were concerned, she would 
be her lover's sole and suflcient criterion in the 
future. 

"Why?" she asked innocently. "Aren't my 
kisses nice?" 

"I've only had one," he replied ungenerously. 
"And you didn't seem — to care." 

"Oh, but I did, I didF^ she whispered eagerly. 

And stretching up her neck, she flung back her 
head, half -closed her eyes, conquered her smile 
to arrange her beautiful lips fittingly, and 
waited. She had not long to wait, and her in- 
terest in this second wonderful embrace was so 
intense that Stephen showed a disposition to pro- 
long it indefinitely, and it was only by the dras- 
tic resort of pulling upon his ears that she was 
enabled at last to withdraw, partially, at any 
rate, half -suffocated, and laughing. 

'^e're making such a dreadful noise," she 
said. "We'll get caught — ^and then I'm done 
for." 
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'^I know I oughtn't to keep you here/' he said 
earnestly. "But you haven't answered my ques- 
tion yet'* 

"Good gracious! Whatever do you mean?'' 
she exclaimed. 

"I want you to say you love me," he said. 

"Aren't kisses an answer?" 

"Perhaps," he replied. "It all depends." 

"Well, they are in Ireland, anyway," she 
whispered gsdlly, playing with his tie to keep 
herself in countenance. 

"That may be," he demurred. "But I'm only 
an American. I prefer a more business footing. 
I want a pledge." 

"How horrid you are!" she murmured, sigh- 
ing. 

"All the same, I can't see why " 

"Well, what is it ye want me to say?" she 
demanded. 

"Just say, *I love you, Stephen.' " 

"Just like that?" 

"Yes. It oughtn't to be hard — ^if it's true." 

"Oh, I can't !" 

She laid her head softly against his breast. It 
was not shyness now, but an instinct to ward oflf 
seriousness; and perhaps also the temptation to 
dally sentimentally with a decision before it once 
and for ever passed from her choice and will. 

"Try." 

So she tried. The first essay was a failure. 
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according to Stephen, because she repeated the 
words like a lesson. But her next attempt 
satisfied him completely, and led to demonstra- 
tions, and to mutual confessions how love was 
conceived and nurtured. 

^^There's just one other thing,'' said Stephen, 
at the close of the eager, whispered conference. 

"Not to-night, please," she pleaded patheti- 
cally. "I'm dead sleepy." 

'TTou've forgotten to promise to marry me, you 
know.'^ 

"Oh, I couldn^t say it now for the life of me," 
she murmured. "Leave it till the morning." 

"That will do me," he said. "And now the 
problem is, how are we to get you home?" 

**But what about this little beast." She patted 
the idol's smooth cranium aflfectionately. 
"Mayn't I have him?" 

"He's going b^ck into his cupboard," Stephen 
replied. "No good spoiling a good joke by be- 
ing premature. Besides, it'll teach the old 'uns 
a lesson. There's been a sight too much intellec- 
tual pride in this house the last few nights. The 
d6nouement's to come, and we'll be there to see. 
McNulty is going down to that old fellow in 
Oloyne — Maher. He's to bring the idol along,, 
and we're all coming. There's going to be some 
sport — ^now that I know." 

"Oh yes," murmured Grade, dubiously. 

"So about getting home," he proceeded. "Do 
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you think you cotdd tramp it with me, or shall 
I fly in the face of Providence, and get the car 
out?" 

"Good lord, no ! Ye'll do no such thing," she 
objected anxiously. 'Tfe needn't come at all. 
Jock's outside waiting for me, and we have our 
bikes." 

"Is he waiting for you, though?" Stephen re- 
marked, walking out on the verandah, and sur- 
veying the silvery landscape doubtfully. "To 
judge by the pace he got on at the start, I reckon 
he has covered some considerable ground by this." 

"Ye don't know Jock," she replied easily. 
"He's a bit of a funk in some things, but he'd 
die rather than desert me. See me down to the 
gate, and we'll find him sure." 

The bikes were missing from the bush beside 
the drive, as she expected they would be, but go- 
ing out into the middle of the road, she placed 
the knuckles of her little finger between her 
teeth, and whistled piercingly, and Jock, like 
a stage demon, arose out of the drain at their 
very feet. 

"Here, you're a nice specimen of a black- 
guard," Stephen said, addressing him sternly. 
"What the devil do you mean by leading Miss 
Bresnin into — er— danger in this way?" 

Jock assumed an aggressive attitude, but for 
many seconds was tongue-tied by the congestion 
of his grievances. 
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'Tiiading is it?" he stuttered. "Me lading that 
one? Faith it's nice lading it is !" 

''Don't mind him, Jock,'' Qracie said. ''Mr. 
Pegwynn's after chipping ye. He's glad we came 
really. Where's the bikes?" 

"They're here," grumbled Jock, lifting the 
machines from the drain one after the othec 

"There now !" said she to Stephen, taking her 
bicycle and preparing to mount. "I'll be safe in 
bed in half an hour, so go 'way you and get to 
sleep yourself." 

"All right," Stephen said, laying a hand upon 
hers, and looking longingly into her face, ignor- 
ing Jock, who very ostentatiously turned his 
back. "I see you in the morning, don't I?" 

"You bet," said she. "Come on, Jock, I'll race 
ye." 

She refused to meet his eyes again, yet he 
appeared well content with the nip she gave his 
hand to induce him to release her handle-bars, 
and more than content with the shining light 
that was in her face, though she was pale with 
fatigue. 

Stephen's subsequent conduct was never 
known to anyone but himself, and so might be 
omitted. But to begin with he walked all the 
way to Cloyne Lodge, taking the road immedi- 
ately Oracie and her groom had disappeared, 
and on a stile outside the Bresnins' house he sat 
watching the window which he thought most 
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likely to be hers while he smoked a big cigar 
right through. 

For he had suddenly discovered in himself an 
entirely unsuspected faculty — ^that, namely, of 
visualisation. The faculty, however, was con- 
fined to the elaboration of one solitary picture, 
Grade's head upon a richly-embroidered pillow, 
suffused in a rosy light; though once, quite by 
accident, he very nearly evoked a vision of what 
his father's face would be like when he heard 
the news. 



CHAPTER XII 

SAFE SANCTUARY 

GBAGIE had undressed by the light of the 
moon, and sleep overtaking her almost 
before that rapid process was completed, she had 
forgotten to draw the green curtains. Conse- 
quently, as soon as the luminous besoms of sun- 
light had thoroughly swept the filmy silver web 
from the skies, one of them was thrust through 
her unveiled window, and plying upon her head 
and breast, awakened her from a dream of seeth- 
ing brilliance to a reality more blinding still. 

But brief though her slumbers were, they had 
made up in profundity what they lacked in ex- 
tension, and she awoke rosy and fresh, and not 
in the least inclined to waste more time in obliv- 
ion. 

This does not mean that she immediately 
arose. She did, indeed, kick oflE the bed-clothes, 
and lean over the end rail in order to whisk one 
of the curtains into place. But she then 
smoothed and rearranged her pillows, and giving 
her limbs and person the option of whatever pos- 
ture they preferred, invited her soul to conver- 
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sation, and lay listening to what she had to say 
for herself. 

She first of all recapitulated the chief events 
of the night, beginning at the moment Stephen 
seized her, and imagination and memory work- 
ing conjointly scrupulously reproduced the en- 
tire episode to the smallest detail—- some details, 
indeed, that had escaped her conscious notice at 
the time. For instance, she remembered the 
ticking of Stephen's watch at a stage when her 
ear had been somehow pressed against his waist- 
coat, and she recalled the aroma of cigarettes in 
his breath. The aroma was not unpleasant, but 
she would rather it had not been noticeable. 
And there were other interesting items of similar 
unimportance. 

Her own words came back to her readily, and 
she smiled often as she repeated them, sometimes 
aloud, to catch the intonation — ^which was every- 
thing. On the other hand, what he had said, 
though clear in sense, was vague verbally. She 
had not followed his sentences word by word in 
the usual way. She had been affected more by 
his lyrical tone of voice. Her hearing just then, 
not less than her other senses, had seemed de- 
tached from her understanding. 

Nevertheless, she could remember odd words 
and phrases, and these of the greatest signifi- 
cance. He had proposed to her, and she had 
accepted him. She wished now she had accepted 
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him as definitely in speech as in her heart. But 
she did not worry on that score. They were to 
have it out again that very morning, and there 
would be a ring. . . . She wished it would hurry 
up and get later. 

Doors began to open and shut, heavy shoes 
clattered in the yard, pails rattled, and soon the 
voices of Bertha and Moira were raised in the 
babel of good-humoured gossip, rancorous debate 
and caustic mutual disparagement of their re- 
respective manner of performing their several 
duties that would go on incessantly, in rapid 
alternation or puzzling simultaneity, throughout 
the livelong day. 

Jock's matutinal troll, the creaking of the 
pump-handle, and his torrential, spluttering ab- 
lutions followed. Then Dikey, having routed 
the poultry, pursued Moira into the house and 
up the stairs, and the pair of them broke into 
Gracie's room together. 

"May the divil choke that pup of a dog !" cried 
Moira. "Look at it now with its dirty f eetmarks 
on the quilt that was clane yisterday. Hit him 
down, Gracie girl, ye shouldn't have him up 
against ye so, and he jist come from nosin' muck 
in the yard.'' 

"Oh no! Would I smack my little Poof! 

Ye are a smelly little beast, though, all the same. 
Get down out of it!" Gracie cooed and rated, 
swinging in a breath between the two extremes 
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of affection and disapproyal. Then to the maid : 

'^Moira, I want to have breakfast in bed to- 
day." 

"That's very good of ye !'' remarked the maid, 
ironically. "Is there ony ither throuble ye'd 
like to save me?" 

'TTe won't mind for once, will ye, Moira?" the 
girl coaxed, squatting up in the bed. "Today's 
going to be very exciting — ever so !" 

She screwed up her mouth as if she were try- 
ing to communicate the taste of a particularly 
luscious raspberry, shut one eye, and nodded her 
head saucily. 

"A whiff of excitement would be a change, 
onyway," said Moira, seating herself. 

"Guess what it is." 

"Ah! Somethin' to do wid the Yankee 
jackeen!" said the maid, contemptuously. 

"Well, guess then." 

"He's takin' ye somewhere?" 

"I dare say he will as well." 

"He's givin' ye something'?" 

"He might do that too." 

"Come on wid ye. I've no time to waste," 
said Moira. 

"If I tell ye, ye won't breathe a syllable to a 
soul?" 

"I won't, faith." 

"He's going to propose to me !'^ 

"Whin?" 
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"This very morning !" 

"Ye think so/' Moira sneered^ after a silence, 
during which her expression changed slowly 
from astonishment to grave concern. "May ye 
not be disappointed. It's aisy enough to get a 
horse up to a flnce, but not so aisy to pershwade 
him over it/' 

"But Stephen^s going to!" Gracie protested 
up a whole octave. 

"How d'ye know?" 

"He told me." 

'*He tould ye he was goin' to prerpose?" 

Oracle, blushing and beaming, nodded emphat* 
ically, and stared. 

"Thin why did he not prerpose whin he was 
afther telling ye?" queried Moira shrewdly. 
"Sure I never heard of that way of popping the 
quistion before ! All the fellah done was to pop 
his intintion to pop— is that it?" 

"He did propose really," replied Gracie, whose 
unwavering faith made her impatient to such 
quibbling. "Only I asked him to say it all over 
again to-morrow — to-day, that is." 

Moira, to disguise her perturbation, succeeded 
in establishing a nondescript grimace that was 
at all events neutral. She was careful, also, not 
to abandon the irresponsible vein of dialogue, 
which, in Oracle's case, was always richest in 
confidences. 

"Tell me, did he kiss ye thin?'^ 
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''He did rather/' Oracle confessed, and 
pressed her teeth upon her smiling lips, find bent 
her head shyly. 

''Certain, are ye, he wasn't pretindin', so's to 
get a kiss?" the maid suggested. 

"Te're talking as though I was a baby," her 
mistress retorted. "Didn't I give him chances 
enough the day before yesterday, and he might 
have been a priest the distance he kept off from 
me." 

"What will yure papa an' mamma say!" 
Moira apostrophised. 

"What can they say — ^when it's done?" 
Oracle returned, with wide-eyed, smiling fatal- 
ism. 

"If he was a Cath'lic, now, it wouldn't be sich 
a shock," Moira mused, plumbing. 

"That's a bit of a nuisance, I'll admit," mur- 
mured the girl thoughtfully. "But I can't be 
expected to bother about such things yet," she 
added, recovering liveliness. "Oo and get me 
something nice to eat. And Moira " 

"Well?" 

"D'ye think if I gave me face a lick of butter- 
milk for an hour or two it would take out some 
of me freckles?" 

She rubbed her finger-tips upon the soft, 
delicately shadowed skin under her eyes and 
upon her cheekbones, where a few tiny, amber 
sun-kisses were clustered. 

"Buttermilk will banish them surely," Moira 
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advised. "But they'll come back all the sooner 
afthei*." 

"Ill risk that, so long as I'm nice for this 
morning/' Gracie declared. "Bring me just half 
a saucerful while me breakfast's getting ready." 

The buttermilk was duly brought and applied, 
and in that state Gracie sat with a tray on her 
knees, eating eggs, and speculating, with Moira's 
intermittent assistance, upon the unknown possi- 
bilities of wedlock in a strange continent, with 
boundless wealth to command. Some of the 
vistas opened were rather terrifying, and Gracie 
hastened to shut them. 

"I'll take you with me, and Jock," she said, 
once, bouncing herself on the mattress to set her 
spirits dancing again. "So it'll be all right." 

Because Gracie had never before in her life 
partaken of a meal in bed, except in the event of 
indisposition, her indulgence naturally gave rise 
to anxiety downstairs, and Moira brought word 
that her parents were discussing the case, and 
that her mother was on the point of paying a 
visit. 

"All the better," Gracie remarked, after re- 
flection. "I'll half-break the news to her now, 
and give her time to think. But let you tell her 
first I have buttermilk on me face, or she'll have 
a fit when she sees me." 

Mrs. Bresnin appeared immediately after- 
wards, and Gracie was glad to see that it was 
one of her mother's good days. The invalid 
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walked and spoke as if each word and step taxed 
her weakly fluctuating vitality to the limit, yet 
her eyes had not the customary introspective 
look of slow suffering, and she was obviously 
well enough to afford a little attention outside 
herself. 

^'Gracie dear, don't you feel well?" queried 
she. 

"I'm all right, mummy — only lazy," the slug- 
gard responded, stretching herself vigorously. 

"You run about too much, dear," the mother 
said. "You over-tire yourself." 

Following this item of negative counsel, of 
which her intercourse with her mother so largely 
consisted, Gracie allowed a moment of tactful 
recollection to intervene, and then, naughtily, 
in the manner of a spoilt child daring repri- 
mand, remarked: 

"Mummy, I saw Stephen again yesterday." 

Mrs. Bresnin made a mildly remonstrative 
noise with her tongue and teeth, and turned 
away from the bedside, permitting herself a wan 
smile that had barely sufficient joy in it to ad- 
vance beyond her mouth. 

"I shouldn't be at all surprised, you know," 
proceeded the girl, as disinterestedly as possible, 
while she eyed her mother furtively, "if he didn't 
propose to me one of these days." 

"You shouldn't let such fancies enter your 
head, dear," was her mother's only response. 
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"It isn't nice. And for goodness' sake don't 
mention them to any of your acquaintances or 
you'll be a laughing stock. I want you to write 
a letter for me some time this afternoon. So 
don't run off." 

She had not sat down. She had only glided 
to the bedside, thence to the window, to 
straighten the curtains, and halting for a mo- 
ment on her way back to rearrange aimlessly the 
clutch of roses in the vase on the table, spoke her 
final words over her shoulder, with her hand on 
the door, and glided out. 

Gracie never thought to complain. Indeed 
her heart was more than usually moved with the 
kind of habitual compassion it had felt for her 
mother ever since she could remember. She 
knew that it was by her unconquerable spirit 
alone that her mother was able to maintain an 
appearance of activity, and that the mere fatigue 
of dressing caused the tall, wasted body to ache 
to lie recumbent again. 

"Well, you can't say you weren't warned, any- 
way," the daughter soliloquised. "I'll give 
Pap a hint, too, if I get a chance," she added as 
she rolled out of bed. 

After one or two listless efforts to commence 
the all important toilette, she gave it up out of 
sheer languor, and called : 

"Moi-ra. Moira." 

"Moira, stay up here and help me dress," she 
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implored when the obedient maid armed post- 
haste. "I can^t do anything for myself — I feel 
so queer and nice !" 

At ten o'clock, Jock, who, of his own accord, 
had undertaken to watch events, put his head in 
through the window-casement of the drawing- 
room, where Oracle was playing the piano with 
passionate inaccuracy, and reported the advent 
of Canon Twohey to "Dagonrhu." 

^I'm not going down there yet," Oracle re- 
marked, to musical accompaniment. ^^I hate 
him. He has eyes on him like gimlets." 

A few minutes later the scout charged through 
the trackless undergrowth, stammering incoher- 
ently the news of the grey car's approach in the 
distance, and Oracle gathered up the skirts of 
her muslin frock, which Moira had decided was 
still presentable, though barely so, and raced as 
swiftly as the unaccustomed high heels of her 
fancy shoes would allow down the hill to Justin 
Maher's. 

Jock followed, for once without an active rdle, 
and as his mistress, fixedly intent upon her com- 
ing crisis, ungratefully forgot to leave the gate 
ajar for his benefit, he was obliged to climb the 
wall to witness the culmination of the great 
joke. 

"Aha! Oracle Bresnin! So you're on the 
panel, too, are ye?" exclaimed the megaphonic 
Canon, when he beheld her advancing, prettily 
diffident. 
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He and Justin Maher were seated under the la- 
burnum^ beside the French windows. The 
Canon had removed his hat, displaying a brow 
like a sheer nobbly chalk cliflf, and by this sign, 
and the absence of Randy, the pony. Grade 
judged that he was prepared to remain through- 
out the proceedings. Her quick glance took in 
also the tray on the table within the room — ^a 
very well-furnished tray, bearing several var- 
ieties of bottle, and dishes of fruit, biscuits and 
sandwiches — ^and the formal arrangement of the 
men of the chairs. 

She knew that Justin Maher dispensed his 
hospitality ceremoniously — it was one of his 
deliberate methods of defence against impor- 
tunity — ^but this present aspect of things, as of 
an impending committeemeeting, filled her with 
misgivings. She had anticipated an informal, 
jocular gathering In the garden, with plenty of 
quips and jokes and "chipping," circumstances 
in which her uninvited presence would not have 
been conspicuous. To sit in a circle of elderly 
gentlemen convened to investigate in all serious- 
ness a ludicrous hoax on themselves was another 
matter altogether, and she very much feared she 
did not possess the fortitude to withstand the 
ordeal. 

"Why didn't ye bring the things out into the 
garden, daddy?" she therefore inquired. "It's 
ever so much nicer." 

"Chuck-chuck! Listen to the chit!" growled 
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the Canony threatening her wrathfnlly with his 
grey eyebrows. "Nothing satisfies her but to 
assume the direction of old and young wherever 
she goes." 

"But wouldn't it, daddy?" she persisted, get- 
ting in under the lee of her imperturbably smil- 
ing friend, who, in a comfortable suit of silky 
grey alpaca, and quaint, wide-brimmed straw 
hat, looked like a wood-cut out of an old book. 

"No it wouldn^t, daddy," mimicked Canon 
Twohey, like an organ's diapason repeating a 
piccolo's theme. "I can't sit in the open air 
without me hat — ^and I'm tired of me hat, and 
that's the truth." 

At this point the Pegwynns' car turned into 
the lane. A trail of blue vapour above the roses 
marked its rapid passage towards the front of 
the villa, and the hum of the motor set her 
heart a-flutter with timorous expectation. 

"Here we are at last !" murmured Justin Ma- 
her, unctuously as host. "Let us go out and re- 
ceive them in good style." 

The Canon, who had on his best coat, a volumi- 
nous new frock-coat of broad-cloth as thick as 
a blanket that shamed his green, shiny trousers, 
reared himself up exactly as a gander does, and 
with the gait of that stately, ill-designed bird 
strutted after Justin through the house. 

Gracie went a little way after them, but dis- 
mayed at the bass chorus in the hall, turned and 
fled back into the garden, stationing herself be- 
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hind one of the laburnums with her back to the 
wall. 

The chorus approached, with the effect of the 
issuing forth of the Night Watch from the wings 
in the Opera, and she could distinguish each of 
the voices in the confusion, except the voice she 
most wished to hear. 

Supposing Stephen had deserted her! If he 
had done so her course of action was clear. She 
would creep oflE home, lock herself in, and let 
everybody say whatever they liked about her. 

Desiring to make quite certain of her ally's 
defection before finally quitting the field, she in- 
sinuated her head a few inches through the 
branches and was about to take a swift peep into 
the council chamber, when Stephen, whistling 
softly to himself, stepped forth into the ^rden, 
and stood in the sunshine, glancing around ex- 
pectantly. 

He discovered her instantly — surprised even 
the smile and gesture of love and admiration, 
which were meant to be a secret preliminary 
pantomime for her own private pleasure and 
satisfaction. 

"Hullo ! What are you doing there?'' he said, 
crossing to her eagerly, and catching her hands 
through the boughs. 

* Whist ! Don't speak so loud," she whispered. 
"Have they brought it?" 

"Of course they have," he replied, chuckling, 
but otherwise betraying a disinclination to give 



262 A PAIS OF IDOLS 

heed to the affair. ^^McNulty's got it there in a 
bag/' 

^^Don't let's go in/' she urged^ breathless. 
^^Let's sit here and listen, so's I can run away if 
it gets really bad." 

**We'll sit here, that's sure," he said, taking 
the chair the Canon had vacated. ^^It's about 
as nice a place to sit in as you could find. But 
there's not going to be any running away, little 
sweetheart. You've got to see it through, so 
consider yourself fixed. Besides, I've a little 
matter to settle with you myself afterwards — 
cherub !" 

He drew the second chair close up beside his 
own, and Oracle, after withdrawing it coquet- 
tishly a distance of a hand's breadth, merely to 
give point to his manoeuvre without defeating it, 
seated herself in her usual fashion of occupying 
a chair, that is to say, with one leg under her, 
and her arms folded over the back rail, with 
her chin upon her crossed wrists. 

This ambiguous attitude was, on this occasion, 
distinctly advantageous. Primarily, of course, 
there was the full view of Justin Maher, who sat 
facing the window, and McNulty, who had taken 
the chair to his left, placing an ancient leather 
bag on the floor beside him. Arnold Pegwynn 
and the Canon were out of the frame, except 
their legs and arms. Secondarily, she was en- 
abled to submit her own countenance to Ste- 
phen's unremitting scrutiny and merciless 
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adoration^ and was free to chiat and smile and 
give herself airs to her heart's content in fur- 
therance of his utter subjugation^ while yet 
averting the confusion that fell upon her when 
their eyes met. 

"Say no more," Arnold Pegwynn was declaim- 
ing, with theatrical largeness, apropos of cer- 
tain awkward passages of rapprochement that 
were taking place between the two ex-Indian 
oflSicials. "As the outcome of a long and varied 
professional experience I have learnt that in all 
cases of reconciliation and amicable settlement, 
nothing is so damaging to the interests of the 
several parties as explicitness. Apologetic ex* 
tenuation leads on to self-justification, and then 
the heart is hardened, and the fat is in the fire. 
Leave it, my dear sirs. Let bygones be bygones. 
Build anew on the ashes of your former good- 
fellowship, and drown remembrance of your 
unhappy enmity in simultaneous draughts of 
honest liquor. Gentlemen, your healths. Canon^ 
you're drinking water!" 

"Agh! Don't mind me, what I'm drinking,'^ 
replied the voice like a mill-race. "I was con- 
demned to water from me youth by corpulency^ 
and it is only by virtue of water — so they have 
persuaded me — ^that I preserve my last vestigea 
of human configuration. But whatever me bev- 
erage, it warms me heart to participate in the 
reconciliation of you two. It is a triumph of 
your own infectious good nature, Mr. Pegwynn.. 
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Now, maybe, I shall be able to get one or both 
of them to come to Holy Mass on Sunday, since 
they will no longer have such dread of encoun- 
thering one another on the road. Not that I have 
much hope of extracting piety from a godless old 
bachelor like yourself, McNulty. Or, for that 
matter, from a man who pays shameful tribute 
to a naked image like this one here at me back." 

All eyes were raised towards the Buddha, who 
was completely out of Grade's purview, but 
whose aspect of supercilious serenity, as of a 
man who had just lowered his eyelids upon an 
unseemly and ludicrous spectacle, she knew so 
well. 

"Isn't Canon Twohey a dote !" whispered she. 
"I love to listen to him — when he isn't talking 
to me meself." 

Justin Maher's smile became a trifle more pos- 
itive. 

^^He is excellent company, my Buddha," he 
said. 

"Too complacent," remarked Arnold Peg- 
wynn, who had turned his chair about. "Too 
complacent by far. No man born of woman has 
a right to present such an infernally placid front 
to a hustling universe. But he shows breeding 
undoubtedly. I would call it a monument of 
respectability. It is a standing proof that, given 
the climate, a true gentleman can always rise 
superior to his tailor, even, one might say, to his 
hosier. If I owned that god I'd keep him in my 
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bathroom to encourage self-respect. On the 
whole though, for company, I prefer the humor- 
ous little devil McNulty has in his bag. Fetch 
it out. Mack." 

"First of all, Maher,'' said McNulty, in his 
best magistrate's-bench manner, "we'll give you 
the facts of the case, and the points in dispute." 

"All right — ^be fair about it," Arnold Pegwynn 
interposed restlessly. "Hitherto you have per- 
sistently distorted my view. I want my wit- 
ness. Stephen! Hi! Stephen! Where's the 
beggar got to !" 

"All aboard, dad, fire away. I'm listening," 
the son called out. 

The father craned his neck, thus discovering 
himself to Gracie, and detecting her. 

"Oh, how d'you do, Miss Bresnin," he said 
with a start. "I didn't know there was a sub- 
committee sitting. What's the game?" 

"Why, nothing, of cour-rse, Mr. Pegwynn!" 
Gracie responded, in the high inflection of in- 
jured innocence. 

"I take your word that it's nothing," said 
Arnold Pegwynn, receding from view. "Though 
in your case I can't see the validity of the ^of 
course.^ Get on. Mack." 

"Well, Maher," recommenced McNulty, and 
as he went on his speech increased in force and 
earnestness, "the object I have brought for your 
inspection was dug up on my land at a depth of 
about five feet." 
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"Five feet four inches, to be precise/^ inter- 
jected the lawyer. "Clay deposit. Ante-Di- 
luvian Period." 

"Look here, Pegwynn," said McNulty, gruffly. 
"If you're going to prejudice the issue by dis- 
orderly comment " 

"No I won't. No I won't. Get on/' urged 
the other, and his big cigar waved into the pic- 
ture. "I'll only help you on points of fact." 

"It was dug up on land that had never been 
touched before," proceeded McNulty. "Land 
that was wood ten years ago, and when ye find 
a wood in Ireland ye may know 'twas a wood 
from the beginning of history — and before that." 

"All right, all right! Oet ahead, Mack. No 
politics," murmured Arnold Pegwynn. 

"That's not politics, d — ^n you, Pegwynn," 
shouted McNulty. 

"Chuck-chuck, McNulty !" rumbled the Canon. 
"Ladies !" 

"Therefore," McNulty declared, bringing down 
his hand flat upon the teak board, and fixing his 
fiery red eyes upon Justin's inscrutable counten- 
ance, "therefore it couldn't have been put there 
any time for three thousand years — or give it 
two thousand five hundred." 

"Pie Jupiter!" ejaculated Arnold Pegwynn. 
"Why niggle at a few epochs. Mack? Stick to 
the round aeons, anyway." 

"Aren't they killing?" whispered Gracie, her 
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dancing eyes shooting rays of intense interest 
into the room. 

And when the hand, her left hand, with which 
she gesticulated towards Stephen was caught 
and held by him, she quivered slightly and was 
silent again, and more recollected. 

"First time it's a good show," Stephen mut- 
tered indifferently. "I've had it dinned into 
me every night since the confounded thing 
turned up." 

"That brings me to my point," concluded Mc- 
Nulty, with commendable brevity and restraint. 
"I hold, and I have always held, that the Irish 
derive direct from India — direct, d'ye under- 
stand. None of your gradual migrations across 
Europe and half Asia, with your Teutonic der- 
ivations and what-not. The Irish are Hindoo 
— hledched Hindoo. The thing I've got here is 
something they brought with them. It's as 
plain to me as a pike-staff." 

"Bleached Hindoos, are we, McNulty?" the 
Canon rumbled again ominously. "Thank ye, 
McNulty." 

Gracie wriggled sinuously. 

"A very fascinating theory, Mr. McNulty," 
said Justin Maher, softly, his eyebrows twitch- 
ing. "Heterodox, very — but what is orthodoxy 
in a science hardly yet formulated ! Let me re- 
fill your glass. And now for your case, Mr. 
Pegwynn." 



268 A PAIR OF IDOLS 

^*With me," said the lawyer, with comic qner- 
ulousness, ^^it is a question of deposits. I base 
my case on another science altogether. Mc- 
Nnlty appeals to anthropology. I say he's got 
up a few ages too late. Geology — that's the 
test. Now then, the particular stratum in which 
this curiosity lay buried when discovered in- 
dicates, broadly, the Quaternary Period. That's 
a concession on my part, in order to admit the 
introduction of the human species at all. I 
could, if I liked to be harsh and contentious, lay 
claim to the Tertiary Epoch, and be nearer the 
mark. But I give him the Quaternary Period 
and the First Man. Now, McNulty, you are 
asked to explain to the court, first of all the ex- 
istence at such an early date of an object very 
closely allied to similar productions of compara- 
tively recent times, and, secondly, to account for 
its situation in a region which was most likely 
submarine at the time, or at all events thickly 
encrusted with icebergs. You can't do it !" 

"Rank Darwinism," growled the Canon, whose 
elephantine knees were jiggling impatiently. 

"The thing was there — ^ye can't get away from 
that," snapped McNulty. 

"Ya-as, I know it was there," drawled the 
lawyer, sneeringly. "That's not the point. The 
point is, where did it come from? In other 
words, who put it there?" 

"I've just told ye," said McNulty. 
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"You mean youVe given us the best you can do 
in the way of a theory. Very well. With your 
permission I'll tender mine," said Arnold Peg- 
wynn, with terrible concentration. "The object 
you have there came direct out of the glass case 
of a museum, or from a store — ^I don't care which 
— and it was buried, in a hole previously dug, by 
thieves, or as an alternative, planted there by 
swindlers. In the latter case the motive is ob- 
vious — ^if you want a motive. Among this pop- 
ulation, it seems to me, a motive is not always 
necessary. Now then. Hoist it up, and let our 
learned friend here clinch it with a date." 

There was a pause while McNulty, breathing 
audibly, lifted the leather bag on to the table, 
and fumbled at the lock. Grade was by this 
time practically kneeling on her chair, so nearly 
overbalancing over the rail in her eagerness that 
Stephen thought fit to strengthen his tender 
hand-clasp as a protective precaution. 

The bag, when opened, yawned and collapsed 
in decrepit fashion, and McNulty experienced 
some difficulty with the ragged linings. How- 
ever, the delay was noticeable only to Gracie in 
her anguish of guilt, and eventually the idol 
was extricated, and up-ended on a clear space in 
the centre of the table. The Canon immediately 
began to roar with laughter — the sound being as 
nearly as possible that emitted by the sea-lion 
in its joy. 
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<<What a — ^what an abortion ! Did ye iver see 
sach a joker ! It kills me ev'ry time I clap eyes 
on it ! Oh-ho— hah !" he reverberated. 

**Yaas, it gets yon that way," remarked Ar- 
nold Pegwynn, gravely, when the brief, tremen- 
dous solo was ended. ^'It ar-rided me con-sider- 
ably at first. What d'yon make of it, Mr. Ma- 
herr 

Justin sat motionlessly upright, his eyelids 
opening and shutting leisurely, like those of some 
ancient, sleepy bird of prey, and his nostrils and 
eyebrows were subtly active. Oracle recognised 
these as signs of wrath, and she squeezed Steph- 
en's hand with all her might. At length the 
judge spoke. 

^^Tweedledum," he said solemnly. 

There was a hush of amazement. 

^^I must ask you to repeat that,'' Arnold Peg- 
wynn then said, manifesting acute uneasiness. 
"I don't like to believe my ears." 

^^That's Tweedledum," said Justin Maher. 
"I'll show you Tweedledee." 

He arose, and moving with composure to the 
cedar chest, lifted the lid, the other men pursu- 
ing him with their eyes as if they were in 
doubt as to his sanity, and their own. 

Oracle was hereabouts conscious that Stephen, 
with stupid incongruity of sentiment, was play- 
ing with her fingers — straightening them out and 
caressing them. Once she fancied she felt his 
breath upon them. Nevertheless, she could not 
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take her eyes off Justin Maher, who had returned, 
bearing the second image reverently, like a 
priest carrying a sacred ikon, and was placing 
it beside its counterpart, arraying them with a 
nice regard for symmetry in the exact centre of 
the table, their faces turned towards the light — 
towards herself, that is to say. 

"To explain," said he, re-seating himself. "I 
am sorry to find myself obliged to disappoint 
you, Mr. McNulty, but I am bound to say that 
the Burmese idol which mysteriously, though 
very happily for me, has come into your possess- 
ion, is my property. I imagined until this mo- 
ment that he was still in my keeping. I have 
had him and his brother for more than twenty 
years, and his name, for the sake of convenience, 
is Tweedledum. They are of no particular sig- 
nificance to the student or philosopher, but their 
market value is high, and there are other reasons 
why I should not like to lose them. However, I 
congratulate myself on the fortunate chance that 
has rescued one of the gems of my collection, 
and I count myself especially fortunate in the 
medium through whom it has been thus restored 
to me." 

McNulty's chin sank down upon his tie, and 
he distended his upper lip until the bristles of 
his white moustache invaded his nose. Then he 
released the accumulation of breath with a bub- 
bling snort resembling that of a feeding horse, 
and reached out for his glass. 
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^^If it's yours, it's yours/' he said in a subdued 
voice. 'TTe're welcome to it, and that's the end 
of the 'matter.'* 

"Oh, this is neat! This is good!" cried Ar- 
nold P^wynn, jerking himself from side to side, 
causing his chair to prance upon its four legs 
at once. "What are you going to do about the 
argument, McNulty? You've got to climb down, 
my friend — ^publicly. You owe it to me after 
all the abuse you've hurled at me. I demand a 
solemn recantetion. What about the bleached 
Hindoos, eh? And the ante-diluvian Cook's trip 
down the Mediterranean, eh?" 

"Ah, cease your blather," growled McNulty. 
"The only point that interests me any longer is, 
who the devil is the culprit. Who has dared to 
trespass on my land and commit this outrage? 
I'll hunt down that scoundrel if it costs me my 
last shilling." 

"That's your own private affair," the lawyer 
pursued relentlessly. "At this present moment 
it's up to you to make the amende honorable 
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"Ah, be generous with him, Mr. Pegwynn," 
interceded Canon Twohey. "Leave him in peace 
a while. What's in your mind, Justin?" 

"Only this," replied Justin Maher. "I be- 
lieve I have it in my power to point out the trans- 
gressor, and I thirst for vengeance. Gracie 
Bresnin," he added in remorseless tones, "I am 
about to deliver you up to justice." 
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"Daddy, daddy, please don't!'' shrieked the 
accused, springing up guiltily. 

She would have taken to her heels there and 
then, but Stephen restrained her, grasping her 
strongly by the wrist, and she was all at once 
aware that there was a ring upon the all-impor- 
tant finger of the hand he had been fondling. 

The drama of the Idol straightway petered out. 
The room was changed from stage to auditorium, 
and the chief actors became the spectators of the 
amazing denouement that was being enacted in 
the patch of sunlight under the laburnum-gar- 
landed porch. 

Stephen had arisen, and was holding the girl 
gently by the shoulders, smiling down upon her. 

"Oh, Stephen!" she panted, her bright, wide- 
opened eyes fixed into his as if her salvation de- 
pended on her not looking elsewhere. 

"Holy Piper ! And what's this now !" boomed 
the Canon. 

"It's pretty plain to me what it is," drawled 
Arnold Pegwynn, asperity enough in his tone. 

Gracie slowly raised her left hand, and glanced 
at it. The reality of the ring could not be gain- 
said, although the cluster of diamonds as viewed 
through unexpected tears shone more brilliantly 
than any gems she had ever seen, in the windows 
of jewellers or elsewhere. 

"Oh, Stephen — ^you shouldn't have !" she mur- 
mured. 

The elders were now herded together on the 



274 A PAIB OP IDOLS 

threshold of the French windows^ their egress 
barred by the Canon, who filled all doorways. 

"An engagement ring!'' Arnold Pegwynn ex- 
claimed, from the extreme rear. "Stephen, I 
want a word with you in private.'* 

"Too late, my friend, too late," said the 
Canon, inexorable as fate. "Here, also, appar- 
ently it is a question of the ownership of an 
idol." 

"Canon, would you mind stepping to one 
side?" Justin Maher requested anxiously, from 
somewhere in the small of the vast back. 

"I have no sides, Justin, as you know very 
well," the Canon replied jocosely. "Step back 
yureself , and come in, you two children, and we'll 
talk t'ye." 

So speaking, he fell back a pace, driving the 
other gentlemen into the room, and there was 
nothing for Stephen and Oracle to do but to fol- 
low. 

Such was the girl's confusion and emotion, 
she seemed to herself to walk in a buzzing, swirl- 
ing rainbow; on the other hand, the young 
American's self-possession was preternatural. 
Holding Oracle's hand, he announced his happi- 
ness with a quiet masterfulness, an air of final- 
ity, not without a touch of hymeneal levity, that 
very plainly intimated his practical indifference 
to the approval or disapproval of his seniors. 

"Yes, dad. Miss Bresnin has promised to be- 
come my wife," he said simply. 
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"Miss Bresnin, sir, is a baby," proclaimed the 
Canon, lowering himself upon a chair, and glow- 
ering iSiercely at the betrothed. 

Gracie shrugged herself defiantly, and half- 
raised her head to retort upon him; but all 
her hardihood was gone. Her eyelids refused 
to lift themselves under the concentrated 
stare of so much worldly wisdom, and she 
even tried furtively to get behind Stephen's 
back. 

"This is not the way things should be done, 
you know, Stephen,'' the father complained, 
straddling and striding in his perplexity. "Have 
you interviewed her parents? Have you done 
anything in order? You can't just take a girl 
and put a ring on her finger — ^you're not in 
fairyland^ man! This is a civilised country — 
partly. There are con-ventions." 

"Well, anyway, there it is," Stephen replied, 
his elation unabated. "It's one way of doing it 
— and not such a bad way, after all, was it, 
Gracie? The formalities can wait." 

"It seems to me," said McNulty, rising to the 
occasion with surprising resourcefulness, "that 
the very best thing we can do is to toast them, 
and go home. That's your glass, Pegwynn. 
Canon, you'll venture a sip of port? So here's 
our felicitations and congratulations. Happi- 
ness to both of ye." 

Obeying the impulse, more or less mechanic- 
ally, all stood, lifted their glasses, and drank, 
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the Canon dubiously, Arnold Pegwynn discon- 
tentedly, Justin Maher impassively. 

"Ye'pe not of the True Faith, I take it, young 
man?" queried Canon Twohey, wiping his lips. 

"No, I hold no definite religious tenets of any 
kind," Stephen replied bluntly. 

"I thought not," said the priest. "Religion, 
I may say, is one of the small conventions of this 
counthry to which is attached some importance. 
Til have a chat with ye later — ^though it^s little 
use at all talking to your Godless generation. 
But ye'U be married in my church, and by me. 
I insist on that. I'll adorn with the blessings 
of God one pillar of the connubial arch, at all 
events. So, minx," he continued, laying his 
great hands in benediction upon Grade's head, 
"yeVe crowned all your lawless pranks by this 
last great affront to authority! I forgive ye. 
He's a fine, clean young fellow you've chosen, 
and if he makes ye happy with this world's 
goods, ye won't forget to open to him the treas- 
ures of Divine Grace which have been so abun- 
dantly poured out upon yourself — ^not without, 
the assistance of fat ould Canon Twohey, ye 
must remember in your prayers. Holy Mother 
of mothers watch over ye. It seems only like 
last week I held ye, a little, pink, wrinkly roll 
of nakedness, over the font. And now a big 
stranger from America comes and takes possess- 
ion of ye, exclusively. What a world it is !" 

Overcharged with feeling, he withdrew to the 
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open air to calm himself. The Pegwynns, mean- 
while, had reared themselves up against one 
another, and, more like brother and elder brother 
than father and son, had carried out some silent 
intercommunication, at the conclusion of which 
they shook hands heartily. Then Arnold Peg- 
wynn thrust his knuckle under Grade's chin, 
tilted up her face, and scrutinised it. 

"Let's have a good look at you, young woman," 
he said kindly. "I suppose I'll have to get used 
to you. Pretty enough, in all conscience, and 
I've no doubt you'll grow older in time. Come 
Stephen, and we'll see what the parents have to 
say about it. You'll come with us, Canon? 
And you, McNulty?" 

"I'll get back to my own quarters, I think," 
said the latter. "I'm all at sea in these mat- 
ters." 

Justin Maher came quietly round behind 
Stephen, and taking Grade's arm, disengaged 
her, and led her apart. 

"Don't imagine I'm going to condone the 
wrongs you have done me," he said. "First, in 
jeopardising the health and well-being of my 
friend Tweedledum; secondly, in leaving me so 
completely in the dark as to the important step 
you knew very well you were about to take. 
Why, I might have been your own father, you 
have been so aloof and distrustful! Still, for 
the time being, until I have you alone^ I'll let you 
off with the penalty of one big kiss — a very big 
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kiss it should be^ just to take the shine out of 
this bumptious young fellow who is flattering 
himself he has the sole option of all your kisses. 
Are you ready?" 

Gracie flung her arms around his neck, and 
kissed him again and again. 

"I am sorry — sorry — sorry," she cried after 
each. 

Then, flnally: 

'Will that do?" 

''Yes, I think that's fair satisfaction," an- 
swered Justin Maher. "I advise you to keep some 
of them handy for your father and mother. 
Words will avail you little, I fear." 

"Let's get it over and done with, anyhow," 
said Arnold Pegwynn. '^I do think a man ought 
to be given due warning before he's let in for 
God knows how many new relations. Send the 
car back for us, will you, McNulty? We'll walk 
up the hill — ^it'll give us time to think. It's 
been a jolt, I can tell you. Something pretty 
and fetching about it — ^but a jolt." 

McNulty bade farwell to Gracie, using a vast 
amount of hand-shaking and convulsive bowings 
and noddings in lieu of speech; the car moved 
off and vanished, and the curious procession 
moved up the hill towards Cloyne Lodge. 
Arnold Pegwynn and Justin Maher went first, 
side by side; the Canon, humming and pufftng 
alternately, followed by himself, and behind him. 
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very closely side by side^ strolled Stephen and 
Qracie. 

"Whatever shall I say or do!" she mnrmured 
breathlessly. "I 'want to run away and hide." 

Half-way np the hill, a familiar figure in oil- 
sodden slacks started from the ditch, passed 
them out, and dashed at top speed ahead of them. 
Gracie understood. The Bresnin manage was 
ill-adapted to the reception of unexpected visi- 
tors, and Jock, foreseeing and dutiful, was doing 
his best to ensure at least two valuable minutes' 
notice. 

"Is that the fellow ?" began Stephen. 

"Yes, that's our Jock," interrupted she, shyly 
gay. ^TTou mustn't be cross with him, because 
he's to be our own chauffeur. I engaged him 
definitely this morning!" 

• • * • « 

Twelve months after, when the wedding-pres- 
ents came to be arrayed on the table in the draw- 
ing-room at Cloyne Lodge, dwarfing by sheer 
force of personality the clocks, vases, carving- 
sets, salad-bowls, and all the rest of the glitter- 
ing litter, dimming by their radiant joviality 
even the lustrous jumble of magnificent, velvet- 
bedded jewellery, which those who were privi- 
leged to view will never forget, sat a pair of 
Burmese idols, of a black metal akin to gun- 
metal, one lacking the eyeball jewel that should 
have filled his left socket, and displaying the 



280 A PAIR OF IDOLS 

seyeral gaps among his ivory teeth; the other 
with eyes and teeth unimpairecL 

Their monetary value, being unknown, was 
rumoured to be fabulous; their SBSthetic value 
was, by universal consent, nil; the taste of the 
gift, which bore Justin Maher's card, was 
thought by some to be questionable, while others 
condemned the quaint pair as ^^unlucky.'^ 

But the bride-to-be had no such qualms. In- 
deed, she constantly declared that the two idols, 
which she called Tweedledum and Tweedledee, 
were far and away more precious to her than all 
th^ other presents added together. Tweedle- 
dum especially — she could not keep her hands 
off him, and Stephen once was just in time to 
prevent her wetting with her tongue the comer 
of the handkerchief with which she was burnish- 
ing, lovingly, the idoVs solitary, hilarious eye. 
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